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GO FORTH AND FIND 

CHAPTER I 

" For a man," said Captain Allaire, " life is a 
sort of gay adventure. Wars, discoveries, new 
places a chap has to help develop, the tight comers 
he gets into in business, successes, failures — for 
him, it's all a capital game of chance where the 
only danger is that he'll run out of chips in wits 
or muscle. For a woman, I much suspect, it's 
rather a dumb matter of sitting and waiting for 
something or some one to turn up. And yet — " 

The Captain stopped and looked embarrassed, 
for the little table of people he hardly knew was 
listening. 

" And yet — " encouraged Miss Welling, be- 
cause the dinner was hers and because she was in- 
terested. 

The Captain laughed. " I fancy I'm in for it,'* 
he said, " but this is what I meant There's 
hardly a woman that you know or I know who 
couldn't sail out across the uncharted seas and find 
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2 GO FORTH AND FIND 

for herself something a thundering lot bigger and 
better than she'd get if she sat at home waiting 
for it." 

An amused ripple went round, for they were 
having some very good things to eat and nearly 
every one's scheme of life was comfortably set- 
tled. 

" Dangerous doctrine, Captain," laughed young 
Burnett, the coal operator, and rested an unfright- 
ened eye on Miss Sally Paul across the table. 
" We have a hard enough time keeping them in- 
terested as it is. I'm sure I don't know what the 
poor plugger of an American business man is go- 
ing to do about the woman question." 

" Indeed, no," retorted the matter-of-fact Miss 
Paul, as she fingered the solitaire which perfectly 
ensured her future and secretly hoped that Edith 
would pve them terrapin next. "We are all 
growing very daring nowadays. Personally, I've 
always felt dreadfully because the family wouldn't 
let me be a lean and hungry adventuress." 

The idea of Sally, the gourmande, forsaking 
the gastronomic certainties of a Burnett ordered 
existence for foodless romance was too much for 
most of the party, but Edith only smiled faintly. 
The direct spoken soldier had struck a new notc> 
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GO FORTH AND FIND 3 

and, though he'd touched it only lightly as befitted 
a gay little dinner just before thq last Assembly, 
she felt there was a thought behind it. But she 
doubted if the idea attracted the others, for she 
knew them too well. 

On her right, next the Captain, sat the girl who 
had brought him, and Edith knew there would be 
few adventures in life for Annette Girard. If 
Annette ever did anything that was not first 
worked out to the last stitch and then turned over 
it was only when she was asleep. It was one 
thing to be calculating, Edith thought, and it was 
quite another to let one's plans be read in every 
word and gesture, especially where so niodest a 
man as the Captain was concerned. But because 
Annette always gained her point even at the cost 
of her dearest friends Edith felt sure that Miss 
Girard would win her captain and bring his ad- 
ventures to an abrupt end. 

On the other side, beyond Porter Harrison, the 
brisk young bond man from down Chestnut Street 
who had taught them all how to dance, sat Matty 
Mohr, whom Edith had watched flounder through 
a year at Bryn Mawr, until trigonometry proved 
too much for the Pennsylvania Dutch blood. 
Matty wouldn't have known where to look for 
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uncharted seas even with a map, but she knew 
the intimate life history of every one on both sides 
of Wahiut Street, from the Bellevue-Stratford to 
the Schuylkill Bridge. One might have thought 
that such a wealth of human detail would make 
Matty's mind fertile with fun and sympathy, but 
all Edith could think of was a cramped, stuffy lit- 
tle closet, horribly full of family skeletons. 

Next but one to Sally Paul sat Christine Over- 
ton, and Edith knew that if Sally were thinking 
about food it was a safe bet that Christine was 
thinking about Bridge. Christine was something 
more than a gambler; she was a pig for cards. 
Perhaps Christine wouldn't have played in the 
carriage going to her mother's funeral, but she 
was quite capable of making up a four coming 
back and would, probably, have won most of the 
money. If any one had offered to bring, strange 
thrills into Christine's life she would have only 
laughed. 

There were others at the table, of course, — 
two pleasant young dancing men of the same set 
who could always be depended upon for whatever 
was proposed; and there was bald-headed little 
Mr. Samuel Rainey, Edith's business Nestor, as 
entertainment for Mrs. Warren. But it was not 
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of the men that Edith was thinking. She was 
wondering, with a sudden sinking feeling, if she 
could ever reconcile herself, married or unmar- 
ried, to only this kind of women as friends. It 
wasn't that this four, and all the other similar 
fours she had been brought up with, weren't 
" smart," or entertaining, or even brilliant in their 
sophisticated way, but simply that their fashion of 
life and opinions were becoming sadly distasteful. 
Very probably the readers of the society columns 
fondly believed that the people at Edith's table led 
big lives, and it was entirely true that the Social 
Register wouldn't have gone to press without 
them, but Edith Welling was thinking to-night 
that the breadth and variety of her world weren't 
half so important as the question as to what was 
really in it. She had begun to feel as if the Cap- 
tain's suggestion was worth while trying. 

The Captain turned to Edith and she saw he 
had something to say. 

" It's perfectly all right to make fun, but I'm 
really in earnest about this," he smiled. " I think 
the day has come when a woman, even a rich 
woman, has just as much right to explore life as a 
man. I'm not a feminist, you understand, because 
the popular idea of feminism seems the rather im- 
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possible job of making women into men, but I do 
say that for a few thousand years back woman has 
been too much tied down by sticks and stones, 
houses, conventionalities, all that sor-t of thing. 
It used to be her game to play it safe, but now, if 
she wants to go out and find the heart of the world 
— why, she can and ought to go. I like to think 
it would improve the race.*' 

" But the trouble is," he went on, with a quizzi- 
cal glance around, ** women don't see what they 
misSi Whatever circle they move in, they live too 
much among their own kind. And yet being with 
your own kind all the time is just as bad for you 
as continually eating the same kind of food — like 
the navvy with his bread and cheese day after 
day." 

" It's only that it's hard for us to break away," 
Edith said. " For you, with campaigns and voy- 
ages and conquered savages behind you, it seems 
so easy, but for us — ^" 

" You've listened to wonderful music," the Cap- 
tain said, '^ music that thrilled and inspired you. 
Haven't you, in the midst of that exaltation, 
felt that you could and would do all kinds of 
splendid things from that hour forward? Didn't 
it open up great vistas of action to you? Make 
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you broad-minded, bold, unselfish — make you 
want to plumb all depths of human misery and 
scale all heights of joy? I don't want to be so 
terribly poetic about it, but it's a fact that when 
you felt that you were really dreaming true. It's 
just as entirely possible now, as it seemed then, 
to throw oflF the clogging chrysalis of the old life 
and fly away into something new." 

The Captain glanced around to see if any one 
thought he was talking too fluently. But they 
were all rolling one of Matty's revelations under 
their tongues and he went on at Edith's nod. 

" That's the splendor of being a man," the 
soldier said, with a gleam in his luminous eyes. 
" That's where a young chap finds ecstasy in run- 
ning away to sea — stealing off to sail over the 
rim of the world and look in on the fellows on 
the other side. Or crossing a trackless desert, or 
climbing a new range. If you're young and 
strong and nobody's holding you you owe it to 
yourself to get out and live and feel and know. 
It used to be the man only who could do that, 
while the woman stayed at home and never found 
out what she was capable of, but to-day she can 
learn just as quickly as he. As a matter of fact, 
you are just as much an undiscovered country as 
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any to which you might go. To throw it all oflF — 
to go out and fight the world and find and prove 
yourself," he said gayly, " think of the adventure 
of it." 

Edith Welling sat quite still, looking thought- 
fully between two heads across the table. The 
look on her face was not unlike the Captain's, in 
that it seemed to be whimsical and yet was 
really serious. '* Almost — almost thou persuad- 
est me," she said, in a low voice. 

" Oh, I say," the soldier protested quickly. 
" Nothing personal, of course. I fancy I did lug 
in a good many * yous/^^' 

The girl pondered, with a thoughtful tilt of her 
beautifully coiSed head. 

" I think I rather like your ' yous/ Captain," 
she said with sober gaze. " And I like your 
theory that I don't have to sit waiting till my ship 
comes in." 

" Well, now," the keen-eyed soldier ventured, 
as he scanned the girl's face more closely, " if 
wcVe going to be downright earnest about it I'd 
say you mustn^t sit waiting." 

The Captain knew vaguely that there were 
either eight millions or ten in the Welling in- 
heritance, and further remarks might, perhaps, be 
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GO FORTH AND FIND 9 

thought futile, but the girl was meeting his eyes 
so fairly and thoughtfully that he wouldn't let 
her money stop him from saying what he felt. 

Ever since he'd made his bow to Miss Well- 
ing he'd been puzzling over a look on the girl's 
face. He didn't believe that she knew it was 
there — a barely veiled dissatisfaction with the 
people around her, a quick, vitalized attention 
when some one apologetically brought up some- 
thing worth while, a dulling of her fine eyes when 
it was dropped again. He'd seen something like 
it before, that look, but it had been oftenest on 
the faces of men who had done something big in 
far off corners of the earth and who found, when 
they came home again, that the people who did 
most of the talking didn't know and didn't care 
much about anything outside their own small lives. 
But the Captain was fairly sure that the girl 
couldn't have lived a life much different from the 
accepted round of her set, and so he was trans- 
lating the look into a simple longing to find some- 
thing more worth while. And, when the simple- 
minded soldier came to think of it, he couldn't 
see any reason why she shouldn't go out and look. 
It was too bad, he thought, that a girl like this 
should be tied down to inanity by a dead man's 
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money. Why didn't she chuck it all and stop hunt- 
ing over barren ground? The big heart of the 
world was open to her, if she only knew it, right 
outside her door. The Captain looked her over 
again and thought he wasn't mistaken. She'd do 
it if some one would only give her a start. And 
the way to do that would be — 

" If you really want to know," he said, bluntly, 
" I think you'll be out somewhere standing on 
your own feet with nothing material to help you, 
fighting in the ranks to find out what you are, in- 
side the month. Only one thing can come near 
stopping you — if you really have the courage." 

"And that is?" She saw he meant that she 
didn't have the courage. 

" Your money," answered the Captain bravely, 
as became a soldier — and then saw it was time 
for him to devote some of his very best '' yous '' 
to Miss Girard on his right. 

The Welling house stood on the north side of 
Walnut Street directly across from Rittenhouse 
Square. In the old days, before people had coun- 
try places and limousines, this had been the best 
location in town, but now trade had crept across 
Broad Street and was fingering its way westward, 
and many of the big houses in the block had lately 
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had their ground floors made into stores, or were 
boarded up, with red and green real estate signs 
tacked on their shuttered windows. 

Edith, however, had not yet made up her mind 
to leave the house on the Square and buy a semi- 
country home on the " Main Line," like so many 
of her set, because it still held too many loved 
and poignant associations. It was here that Wil- 
liam Warburton Welling had brought his young 
wife from Belvedere shortly after the Civil War, 
and it was here that Edith's sister, Amy, and the 
little boy John, had been born, had lived for a 
while and then had died suddenly of diphtheria, 
leaving behind them two portraits of ethereal child 
beauty by Sargent which now hung in Edith's own 
room. It was here, too, in the dark, heavily 
wainscoted library, with its deep, Russian leather 
chairs on the second floor front, that William 
Welling and some of his associates had talked out 
in their careful, thorough Philadelphia way the 
opportunities for a new sugar refining company, 
and where, just before her mother's last illness, 
the great Sweetheart Sugar Corporation had really 
been formed. In those years of marvelous ex- 
pansion following immediately after the War 
there had been many other industries to form, 
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and in many of the stabler ones Edith^s father 
had had a part, so that the Welling fortune had 
kept on growing and growing until, at the time 
Edith was left an orphan, the Sugar stock and the 
cash and securities down in the Fourth Street Na- 
tional Bank totalled close to ten millions. Of all 
this Mr. Samuel Rainey, her father's closest friend, 
had been made trustee until Edith should be 
twenty-one, but that time had passed some two 
years before and the girl was now in unrestricted 
possession. 

For a year or more after her father died Edith 
did not go back to boarding school. Mr. Rainey 
brought his brother's widow, Mrs. Letty Warren, 
up from her little red brick house down on Wash- 
ington Square to live with her, and Edith was tu- 
tored through her mourning period. Later on 
she had gone to Bryn Mawr. For several years, 
in the summers, she and Letty had gone abroad, 
but the past year Edith had spent almost entirely 
at home, for Mrs. Warren deemed it advisable for 
the girl to take her place in society. In fact, both 
Mr. Rainey and Mrs. Warren had been most care- 
ful in putting before Edith their theories as to 
what a young woman in her position should do. 
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Their ideas were very consistently of the old 
Philadelphia school, born of those conscientious 
days when housewives sent their domestics out to 
scrub the brick sidewalks in front of their dwell- 
ings, but it was less for their rigidness than for 
their unfortunate stuffiness that Edith occasionally 
found them difficult to comply with. And yet she 
knew that the code was not of plump, good-natured 
Letty Warren's making nor even dear old Mr. 
Rainey's. She had no objection at all to pleasing 
these two good-hearted people by carrying out 
their ideas as to what she should read or talk about 
or see, or how often and whom she should enter- 
tain. It was merely that she disgustedly discov- 
ered soon after she took up her permanent resi- 
dence that she was hedged about by a sort of dis- 
mal swamp of gossip and inanity, where the only 
guides were eternally back-biting females whose 
minds seemed to have been cultivated, like some 
white, unhealthy fungus, in a darkened cellar. 
And when she looked about for relief all she 
could see was the very swift younger married set 
who positively refused to run out to the Cricket 
Club at less than fifty miles an hour and who 
lived a hectic existence of Auction, perilous friend- 



Digitized by 



Google 



14 GO FORTH AND FIND 

ships and highballs. Yet between the horsehair- 
sofa-darkened-parlor circle and the highball set 
Edith was moved to favor the highballers. 

To say there were no other circles into which 
the girl could have withdrawn would be misstat- 
ing the case for, as always, there was Suffrage and 
there was Charity but, as Captain Allaire^s keen 
eyes had discovered that evening, the life that 
Edith Welling wanted was not entertainment noi^ 
was it simply work. Until to-night she had not 
known just what it was, and so she had experi- 
mented in both. She had gone into Suffrage only 
to discover to her dismay that she was being wel- 
comed as a sort of human mint. The money- 
hungry workers for the Cause had flattered her 
and toadied her until they made her sick. In 
this situation there were only two courses open — 
either to take the reins into her own hands and 
be the "whole thing,'' or else drop out. After 
an illuminating talk from Mr. Ralney on what 
extra rights women already had and ought to give 
up (but probably wouldn't) in case they won, she 
chose to drop out until the game seemed fairer. 

In charitable work she encountered the same 
sad barrier. Try as she might she couldn't get 
inside the ring of fawning men and women who 
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put her on a pedestal because she could write a 
check and give a hospital a bed. Frankly, Edith 
didn't want to give beds. • She wanted to help 
people who were sick or poverty-stricken and she 
wanted to do it not with a pen but with a rich 
woman's impossible implements, her hands, and 
when she saw they wouldn't let her she had a 
badly puzzled hour and finally gave it up. 

Now, it's very easy to say that if Edith Welling 
had been a strong character she could, with the 
help of her position, have picked her friends care- 
fully and unhurriedly and soon created a circle of 
her own in which she would have been perfectly 
happy all the days of her life. But the fact is 
that not all of us are strong characters at just the 
time when we first need strength. A few fortu- 
nate souls develop early; seeming to know pre- 
cisely what they want in this world as soon as they 
learn to talk and reach, but the great majority of 
us acquire strength only as necessity produces it. 
So Edith Welling, truthfully, was not much dif- 
ferent from any other girl of twenty-three and 
to-night as she came home from the Assembly 
in her car with Letty she felt disheartened and 
depressed. Wrapped in her cloak, she sat hud- 
dled in one corner of the unlighted limousine won- 
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dering what all these things — money, dances, 
gowns, scandals, cards and the eternal drinking 
which seemed always to accompany them — really 
meant to her ; starmg wordlessly into the unanswer- 
ing darkness as the big Delaunay-Belleville with 
two men on the box purred its way homewards 
through the empty streets. 

Mrs. Warren, who was tired, also was glad 
that the last of the season^s balls was over, for 
the past year had been exhausting for Letty, and 
so she made only a few vague conunents and then 
settled heavily back with her drooping cheek sup- 
ported by a plump hand, breathing stertorously in 
a pair of corsets much too tight and wishing, 
feebly, that Edith would close the house and 
take her to Japan. Letty's early and modest 
red brick existence had been passed very happily 
and uneventfully, but her two trips abroad with 
Edith had started up strange longings in her 
awakening mind. For the past year the little 
sloping book-rack beside her bed had been filled to 
overflowing with Lafcadio Hearn and Letty 
nightly dreamed of Vikishas, cherry blossoms and 
Fujiyama by moonlight. 

The car came to a stop and Beddoes, Edith's 
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maid, got up from her chair in the ball and let 
them in. The two women went up in the lift. 

*' Bring me a glass of sherry and some water- 
thins, Beddoes,^' Edith said, after the maid had 
unhooked her gown and carried it away. " Then 
see if Mrs. Warren wants anything. I sha'n't 
need you any more to-night." 

A little flame was licking sleepily around the 
log in the wide, deep fireplace Edith had had built 
into her bedroom and when the girl had turned 
out all but a single light and put on her peignoir 
she sank down in the depths of the sofa before 
the fire and gave herself up to reflection. The 
sherry came and she drank a little, but she was 
not thinking of that nor even of the last Assembly. 
She was studying over her dinner of that evening. 

Slowly and with accurate recollection she con- 
sidered dispassionately the principal remarks that 
had been made and the motives which had 
prompted them. In scarcely one of them could 
the girl detect anything of human kindness. Nor 
of appreciation of what others might honestly 
be striving to do, nor of the idealism which, she 
somehow knew, was the real creative force in life. 
Little by little she realized that, in the cynical 
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eyes of those who had sat around her table, no one 
ever did anything except with a selfish motive, a 
theory which they merrily confessed to one an- 
other because they were quite well equipped to ob- 
tain what each one wanted. It occurred to Edith 
then that however unsentimental poverty might 
make a person it was, after all, the cynidsm of 
the rich materialist which was the more brutal. 
The poor man, always hoping for better times, 
had to preserve his faith. The rich man, having 
no longer a motive, became a pessimist 

For the first time in the prPs life the glamour of 
youth and health and riches was held in abeyance 
while she saw things as they really were. She 
found herself suddenly understanding the intricate 
social mechanism which surrounded her, — see- 
ing at last how inexorably it worked and how 
sharp edged its products were — appreciating the 
communal selfishness of the machine in which each 
wheel or cog must do exactly what was expected, 
or be displaced. For a little while the decent gar- 
ment that covers men's motives was stripped off 
for Edith Welling. She found herself staring 
down through the flesh at the ugly bones of life. 

But though the sudden glimpse of her real ex- 
istence was disillusionizing, something insisted that 
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there was no reason why she must continue to 
accept the situation. At once, her thoughts went 
back to what the Captain had said about dream- 
ing true. Just now, she knew, she had seen true 
— though down a quite different vista — why, 
then, couldn't the other vision turn out to be just 
as genuine? Why couldn't she find the true heart 
of the world — and why couldn't it be what she 
wanted it to be? 

" I think he's right," she said, out loud. " I'm 
in prison. I'm in jail. I'm caught in a trap. 
I've been trying for years to live with a lot of 
people that I don't like and never will grow to 
like and I don't see why it should go on. And 
yet it isn't the people so much as it's me. I want 
to do something and be something and I don't 
know what it is. I wonder if it's because I really 
lack the courage — as he nearly said." 

With a little sniff of amusement at what she 
was about to do, the girl rose up and smtched 
on the lights on either side of her big pier glass. 
" I'll just take a good look at you, Miss Crazy 
Edith Welling, and see if this tabby-cat life has 
sapped your nerve. Captain or no Captain, he 
isn't going to tell me what I'm afraid to do." 

The figure in the cheval glass was in no way 
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disconcerting. It stood some five feet eight — 
indisputably well made — lithe, long lined and 
vigorous. The head was small, with delicate 
ears — the brows over the fine, dark eyes were 
arched — the mouth was flower-like and sweet. 
Perhaps there would have been too much of the 
exquisite hair for one whose maid was not a born 
€oifeuse,but the head on the round, white neck 
carried it like a crown of gold. 

The girl searched her face for a moment but 
her angry eyes only saw an entirely normal but 
•provoked young woman who, apparently, was 
working herself rapidly up to some definite de- 
cision. With another sniff, this time of disgust, 
she turned away from the glass and came back 
to the sofa where, in one corner, the evening paper 
lay. Edith picked it up and glanced through its 
pages. Something in a close-packed column which 
she'd never looked at before caught her eye and 
she sat down and read. And as she read a little 
smile of dawning pleasure parted her lips — a 
smile that seemed to revel in a discovery, the re- 
membrance of a long forgotten talent which had 
not cost her anything to acquire but which now 
seemed worth more to her than all her possessions 
— the secret of the maze — the key to the trap. 
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With the smile still on her lips as the amazing 
vista opened she went to her desk and began rum- 
maging through its drawers. Presently her search 
was rewarded for, with a little cry of glee, she 
dragged out something that looked like a college 
notebook and flirted back its pages of hiero- 
glyphics. [Then she picked up a pencil and poised 
it in the air while her fine-drawn brows came to- 
gether in an amusingly serious line. One might 
have thought the heir to the Welling millions, 
sitting there at four o'clock in the morning iii 
her white and gold bedroom, was a poverty-im- 
pelled stenographer, practicing " depositions.'* 

** I wonder — I wonder if I can — still/ '' 

Five minutes later a white robed figure stole 
noiselessly down the hallway and tapped on Letty 
Warren's door. 

" If you're still awake, Letty — " 

" I am, but I'm just dropping off," said Letty, 
mendaciously, hiding her book. 

The girl came to her bedside and gently pulled 
the volume into view. ** You dear, kind, good 
old thing," she said with shining, love-full eyes. 
" You needn't try to hide from me where you 
want to go, Letty, because you're going there — 
very soon. And you can stay as long as you like 



Digitized by 



Google 



22 GO FORTH AND FIND 

and spend at many thousands or tens of thou- 
sands as you want to spend." 

'^ EdithI*' cried Mrs. Lctty, struggling to sit 
up in bed. 

The girl sat down and took a soft, old hand in 
hers. 

** Listen/' she said.' " For nearly seven years 
youVe been in complete charge of my particularly 
and notably worthless self and now I think youVe 
got your job nearly done. If ever a woman de- 
served a crown of imperishable glory for her 
patient care and the tactful giving of good advice 
you certainly ought to have one from some 
heavenly Tiffany. So — just to show you how 
I appreciate your seven years of kindness and 
help I'm going to do, as usual, I guess, just what 
nobody but me would think of doing. I'm going 
to put it all away in moth balls till you come 
back I Of course, you must see, Letty," she 
laughed, as the elder woman's face became a 
study in bewilderment, " if I went on using up 
your good advice while you were away in foreign 
parts I'd probably run out of it before you'd been 
gone a week and, with cable tolls so impossibly 
high, then where should I be ? So — I've decided 
to-night to enter into — into another kind of life 
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— perhaps I'd better call it just * life/ Pm going 
out, as Captain Allaire said (only you wouldn't 
listen) , to look for a certain disappointing, disap- 
pointed young woman — myself. It's going to 
be quite a search, I guess. It may take a month, 
or two months, or ten, but I won't be very far 
away and I'll always be where you and Mr. Rainey 
can find me. I'm going, — " 

The girl rose up and flung out her strong young 
arms with a look of ecstasy and hope and a stark, 
fearless facing of the unknown place whose voice 
was calling her. ** Oh, Letty, I'm going because 
something's compelling me to go. It isn't wander^ 
lust — it isn't love — it's just something that 
keeps pulling and tugging at my heart, whispering 
that somewhere out there I'll find the only thing 
worth while in existence. It may be only the rain- 
bow's pot of gold and I may come home again a 
sour, thwarted woman, but it won't be because I 
didn't look for it or because I didn't play the game 
fair. 

** And now, dear, dearest Letty, it's time for us 
both to go to sleep and dream because, in a very 
few days, / am going to disappear and you are 
going to Japan." 
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CHAPTER II 

It has long been understood by the knowing 
that the way to resuscitate a failing faith in human 
kind is to look in the newspaper for a boarding 
place. There one may feast one's mind on never- 
before appreciated hospitalities and marvel at the 
Sybaritic luxuries obtainable, while avidly pencil- 
ing the addresses most quickly reached. Ah, 
warn us not of the cold, pitiless streets of the City, 
whose stony faces stare, blind-eyed, upon the foot- 
sore searcher for a fireside ; at least, not while a 
penny will lead us straight to " a beautifully fur- 
nished, newly decorated, sunny room with private 
bath and telephone, convenient to Subway and Ele- 
vated, terms — Ah, yes. Quick I The terms ! — 
" Terms reasonable.^' Drawbacks? Disillusion- 
ments? Things not quite as represented? 
Really, Madam, your lack of faith astounds us I 
The only difficulty we foresee is that we may gloat 
too long over the myriad charming prospects and 
so unnerve our good landlady by demanding a 
southern exposure front and rear, hot and cold 
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towels, running wallpaper and neady furnished 
single gentlemen. 

Yet there is still another way in which, as it 
happens, fervid anticipation plays no part but 
which is pleasant for those of adventurous dispo- 
sition, and if we follow a certain young person's 
footsteps this fresh, shining April morning we will . 
stroll contemplatively down the lower reaches of 
Fifth Avenue, idly speculating on the interiors of 
those mysteriously shuttered mansions until we 
come to Tenth Street. There, if we turn leis- 
urely westwards, noting with interest how we are 
fast deserting Dives for Lazarus, we will find our- 
selves saying something like this : 

" New York is an olla podrida, a flavorsome 
hash, a sublimated stew en casserole — garlic, 
spaghetti and good hot peppers mixed in with 
plutocracy's filet mignon and democracy's onion 
and boiled potatoes." 

And, later — ** Houses are very much like peo- 
ple, aren*t they? Some wear the conservative rai- 
ment of correctly cut brown-stone fronts and plain 
blue window shades, while others of abandoned 
nature go in for Frenchy curtains and diamonded 
door lights. Here stands one flamboyantly pros- 
perous, with glittering motor at the curb and foot- 
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man by the door, while next, in meek silence, stands 
the shabby genteel, diverting attention from its 
frayed linen by clean swept steps and polished 
doorknob." 

And now, since we are bent on making acquaint- 
ance at the price of adventure — which domicil- 
iary mystery shall we unravel? The most pros- 
perous looking may easily prove the dullest — 
the humblest and quietest may suddenly become 
a very maelstrom of human emotion. Ah, well, 
'tis all in a lifetime — if we find ourselves bored 
to death we can quietly remove — if we enter into 
peril we can run I Let us try Number 65. 

The house at Number 65 this particular morn- 
ing was a three-story red brick with white fac- 
ings and green window boxes where some succu- 
lent, green sprouts showed their heads above the 
fresh, loose earth. The front door was nearly 
on a level with the pavement and the young 
woman in the plain, navy blue serge with the heavy 
mass of dull gold hair stowed neatly away under 
her modest hat thought, as she hesitated with 
her finger on the bell, that the little porch two 
steps up was like a spring board over water where 
one might pause for a moment before taking the 
plunge. Across the street her wide, interested. 
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eyes took note of rooming and boarding houses of 
high and low degree — whose latticed area doors 
were continually clashing with the ingress and 
egress of butcher boys, grocery boys, milk boys, 
negro maids with suspiciously capacious dress 
suit cases, little girls with inquisitive fox terriers 
tugging on chains, insinuating characters backed 
by wagons full of potted geraniums, art loving 
Italians with chocolate eyed, plaster busts of 
" Flirtation " under each arm, old clothes men, old 
bottle and rag men, business like ice men with little 
two wheeled carts lettered " Mike " or " Tony — 
Ice, Coal, Wood," Armenians with red fezzes, 
bad complexions and alarming blue and yellow 
rugs over their shoulders, pig-tailed misses snail- 
ing schoolwards with staggering quantities of 
books strapped tightly together, vague faced, 
shambling individuals with dreadful shoes who 
inquired huskily of the deity within and were seen 
to drop the slice of bread coldly in the garbage 
can as they wended their embittered way in search 
of some truer Samaritan who would conserve a 
discouraged digestion with — " God bless ye, 
ma'am *' — a piece of cake. In the same inter- 
lude, she saw a basement table d'hote where one 
might dine heavily with wine for fifty cents and 
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lunch for thirty-five — a tailor shop, with a lone 
pair of party gloves in the window, where at least 
three full-sized families worked, ate, slept, and 
had their being in two small rooms — a laundry 
where a mask-faced Confucius ironed eternally, a 
delicatessen window where a huge blue fish with 
a pink paper collar furnished the hit mitif for a 
Germanic symphony of dill pickles, kraut, sausages 
and potato salad, a pawn shop full of second- 
hand revolvers, violins and doubtful diamonds, a 
candy shop, a news-stand, a cobbler's and a sa- 
loon. And above it all, high up above the chil- 
dren shrieking joyously in the bright spring sun- 
shine in the street, the taxi-cabs careening dan- 
gerously around the market wagons and the prowl- 
ing cats crouching on the curb before streaking it to 
the other side, vigorous armed females with their 
heads bound up in dust cloths threw open windows, 
hauled bedclothes around, punched pillows and 
brandished brooms. All of which would have 
been disappointingly familiar to our grouchy 
friend Madam Cynic, but was greeted by the new- 
comer to the Street with a happy indrawing of 
her breath. 

" Life ! " she murmured, with a contented smile 
on her fresh young lips. " Life in the doing — 
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the ferment I I'm in it now, at last. Hurrah 1 " 
And she pushed the bell. 

There was a convulsive coming-to-life of the 
nether regions and presently a plump maid with a 
torn apron and corn-flower eyes opened the door 
a discreet six inches. 

** 1 should like to ask about a room," Edith 
said with a smile. 

" Gum in," said the maid, adroitly indicating 
the parlor with her elbow. " I tell Miss Vink- 
ler." 

Edith sat down on one end of a red plush lounge 
with draggled tassels and gazed at an anguished 
" Rogers-Group " boy extracting a thorn from his 
toe. There was a piano with a *' throw " over 
one end, a crayon enlargement of an unknown 
who was nearly all mustache, a what-not with 
a souvenir spoon of the World's Fair and a Phil- 
ippine dagger, a rolling-pin hung on the wall with 
a green satin ribbon and more ribbons wound 
round it like a light opera peasant's leg, a stately 
steel engraving of Secretary Seward with a foren- 
sic hand thrust inside his coat feeling for his sus- 
penders and a bold conceptiotl of a lake, a boat, 
a bright green field and a log-cabin which had 
evidently been executed on a time allowance and 
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which Edith later learned was known as a ^^ buck- 
eye " and could be manufactured, while you 
waited, for one dollar. If you waited a little 
longer for two sheep to be painted in that would 
be fifty cents more. 

"You wanted to see a room?" 

An elderly little woman with a false front of 
gray curls, her hands clasped in front of her, her 
head a little on one side and a pair of crooked, 
gold-rimmed spectacles half way down her nose 
stood in the doorway eyeing her with politely 
concealed shrewdness. In spite of her shabby 
gown, which had once been a wondrous party 
dress of red brocade, there was a good deal of 
dignity in the little woman's attitude. The 
thoughtfully wrinkled forehead seemed to give 
a business-like balance to her smile. 

** Do you come alone?" asked Miss Sally 
Winkler. " IVe got a nice room on the second 
floor front that's sunny all day long. The price 
is twelve dollars with board. There was a gen- 
tleman in there this morning but he's just moved 
into my hall bedroom because he's in love." She 
smiled. "They get so economical, don't they? 
And stop drinking and smoking and turn inside 
out trying to make themselves over in six months 
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and it doesn't do one bit of good. Is twelve doU 
lars too much to pay? Do you bring references? 
Arc you a working girl? '* 

By this time shrewd Miss Sally had decided that 
" No " would prove the applicant's answer to all 
three questions and that " All right " would be her 
own. 

"I — I am looking for a position," Edith said, 
with a little color in her cheek because it was 
the first time she'd said it. " Twelve dollars isn't 
too much — if I like the room. But I'm afraid 
I don't know what you mean by * references.' " 
She hoped it wasn't some unforeseen stumbling 
block that would keep her out of this wonderful 
Street. 

" References," remarked Miss Sally, as she led 
the way upstairs, " references are letters from peo- 
ple nobody knows, that are brought by folks who 
don't know themselves. The best reference for 
a ^rl is her smile and the worst one is diamonds! 
This here is the room, — the gentleman's out 
somewheres now, crossing the street in front of 
automobiles, and dreaming about his love. See 
how nice and clean the curtains are and everything. 
You can put your trunk right here in this corner 
and it won't hurt your hanging out of the window 
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when the fire-engines go by. And you can run 
a little curtain in front of your wash-stand if you 
get melancholy looking at pipes. Do you cook 
much or do your own washing? Nobody ever 
does, of course, but somehow the gas gets used up 
so fast I'm going to ask the Company for a medal. 
The bed," remarked Miss Sally, eyeing her se- 
cretly, " is one of those nice, handy, couch beds 
everybody likes. If you're a quiet sleeper and 
don't have nightmares you won't have to open it, 
but if you sleep sprawly you can widen it out. 

"You're not a New York girl, are you?" 
asked Miss Sally, sitting down on the couch and 
studying Edith again. " What kind of work do 
you do? Have you got any folks? I bet you're 
a stenographer out of a job." 

" I am," laughed Edith. " And I'm an or- 
phan. To-morrow I must go see what I can find 
to do. I'll take this room and I'll pay you now 
for a week. My trunk will come later in the 
day." 

" Dinner's at half past six," Miss Sally said. 
" We're all working people here so nobody's home 
to lunch except Minna and Hannah, the cook, and 
Mr. Pascoe's pet crow and Miss Gerrity's gold 
fish and Archibald, the cat. If you want to tele- 
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phone there^s a pencil hanging on a string and a 
pad nailed up on the wall for you to write your 
numbers on, but nobody ever does. The men gen- 
erally say, * I think I had five calls at five cents 
each this last week but I guess fifty cents will cover 
it* Miss Gerrity says that after we get the vote 
the women will all do that, too, but somehow it 
sounds too good to be true. Well, good-by. 
Miss—'* 

** Miss Welles." 

— " I'll have everything spic and span for you 
when you come back." 

And then Miss Sally closed the door and ex- 
amined the bills Edith had given her and smiled 
discreetly, good naturedly to herself. For the 
bills were guilelessly crisp and fresh and all un- 
s'oiled, having just come out of the bank. 

Edith turned towards Fifth Avenue with her 
eyes aglow and her heart as light as her heels. 
The air was soft with sweet, warm scents wafted 
up from some petal-strewn valley of the south and 
a gay little breeze fingered loose some bright 
strands of hair. But she only laughed and swung 
along happy-eyed and before she had reached the 
corner had brought on her own head the ap- 
proaches of two furtive shamblers, had bought a 
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huge bunch of jonquils from a push-cart whose 
golden load was lighting up the street and had 
made the acquaintance of a gentlemanly collie 
with a white shirt bosom who consented to intro- 
duce her to a flaxen haired little girl in pink muslin 
who was in his charge. 

** His name is * Roger ' and he's the kindest- 
hearted, politest dog in the whole worlds He 
likes you. See him laugh and wag his tail I He 
wants you to come back. My name is Charlotte 
and I live in this street, too. Don't you love it? 
I wish / could go have a ride on a bus. Thank 
you ever and ever so much for the ;oit-quils 1 " 
The child's quavering thanks rose to her bravely 
as she climbed the winding steps of the bus and 
smiled sweet-eyed farewell. " Don't forget to 
comeba-ackl " 

Up in the writing room of the Holland House 
the young woman who was running away from 
everything she'd ever known or been, and was de- 
liriously happy about it, sat down and wrote a 
letter to Mr. Rainey which made that bewildered 
and exceedingly anxious old gentleman feel much 
relieved. After which she sent a long night let- 
ter to Letty, who would be sailing from San Fran- 
cisco next morning, paid her bill at the office and 
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left word as to her trunk. Then she turned away 
from the desk to escape the mild astonishment of 
the clerk and started down the corridor which 
leads to the Fifth Avenue door. Half way 
through she stopped. Captain Allaire, very cor- 
rect as to attire and very much bored as to his 
occupation, had come into view and was looking 
around with the just-about-to-yawn expression of 
one who is waiting for another one who, disap- 
pointingly, doesn't come. 

For a moment Edith felt a rash desire to scud 
by under his astonished eyes leaving in her wake 
a mysterious hint as to the effect of his advice, 
when she was appalled to see Annette Girard join 
him. In view of the fact that Annette and every- 
one else were firmly convinced that she was, that 
moment, on the Empress of China with Letty there 
was nothing for it but precipitate flight and Edith 
turned back and shot into the passageway that 
led by the telephone booths to Thirtieth Street. 

Just around the corner her flight came to a vio- 
lent stop. A tall young man with a long stride 
and a determined cane had decided to enter the 
main corridor at one and the same moment and 
there was a confused interview during which the 
cane clattered away and Edith found herself 
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caught up from falling by a pair of long arms, 
while she struggled to disentangle her hair from 
his top waistcoat button and get her eyes out of 
the lining of her hat where, apparently, they had 
decided to remain. Once freed, the necessity for 
flight seemed greater than before, and with An- 
nette's heels clicking fatally nearer every moment 
there was only time for a fleeting impression of a 
deep, pleasant voice, an apologetic hat and an at- 
tempt to retrieve something from the floor. As 
she sped away, laughing, cheeks aflame, there was 
a second impression that the tall young man was 
hurrying after her with something outstretched in 
his hand. For an instant she hesitated, then came 
the Captain's voice somewhere behind her, saying 
in surprise, "Why, how are you, old chap? I 
say, Annette 1 See who's popped up 1 " Edith 
fled. 

" There's your first contretemps and your first 
narrow squeak. Miss Edith * Welles,' " she said to 
herself, as she hastily signaled a bus. " And 
that's the last of big hotels for many a day — 
they're too unnerving. Mot — I prefer Tenth 
Street." 

And then, with not a little surprise, she discov- 
ered that the collision with the unknown in the 
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corridor had not left the morning's costume un- 
marred for she was minus a perfectly good Indian 
head hat-pin. But infinitely more distressing was 
the revelation that in her first essay to be a free 
agent she had evidently turned pickpocket. For 
dangling from a hook on her cuff by its little ring 
was one extremely small and quite unreturnable 
silver lead pencil. 



The salle a manger at Miss Sally Winkler's 
was one of those basement dining rooms which, 
to the homeless passerby on the pavement above, 
seem the warm abode of pleasing informality and 
heartily, if plainly, fed good-fellowship. Here, in 
a chummy little circle of light we sit with our el- 
bows firmly established on the non-strawberry- 
stainable red tablecloth, eating generously, drink- 
ing profoundly and reaching hungrily for what 
we want, comfortably near the main source of 
supply and admirably secure from fussy butlers. 
What does it matter if bright red bands on the 
tumblers prove they came as premiums from the 
Tea Store ? Or if distorted forks insinuate some 
past Gargantuan appetite? The contents of the 
tumblers can readily be supplied by the genial Ger- 
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man on the corner, while cautious eating has been 
known to benefit digestion. 

" As I was saying, Miss Gerrity — these vast 
accumulations of wealth in the hands of a few in- 
dividuals are bound, sooner or later, to become 
a source of great danger to our country. In short, 
I agree entirely with that well known foreign stu- 
dent of sociology who recently said — * You, in 
America, have less to fear from your anarchists 
than from your unscrupulous rich men.' If, 
now — '* 

" Have some more meat and potato, Mr. Tap- 
per — io/' interrupted Miss Sally, cutting happily 
across the conversation. " Minna — take Mr. 
Tapper's plate and have the meat well done. And 
bring Miss Welles her soup. Miss Welles — 
Mr. Tapper, Mr. Pascoe, Miss Gerrity, Mr. 
Barth, Mr. Phinney. Miss Welles has just come 
to live with us. Everybody hopes she'll be 
happy." 

All of the company rose, at least part way out 
of their chairs. Mr. Tapper and Mr. Pascoe, 
who were respectively bald headed and white 
haired, held their napkins to their chests and 
bowed deeply. Miss Gerrity, who was iron gray 
and handsome in a sharp, elderly way, gave Edith 
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a shrewd, summarizing glance and smiled. Mr. 
Barth, who was young, dissatisfied looking and 
extremely level-eyed, effected a painful change in 
his features. Mr. Phinney, very clean shaven 
and wearing a new necktie, inclined his head out 
of a thoughtful remoteness and apparently com- 
pared her unfavorably with some one who was not 
there. After which he begged to be excused and 
was presently heard knocking over umbrellas in an 
obscure hat-rack in search of his cane, whereat his 
identity as the Gentleman-in-Love was made plain 
and he was pursued by shafts of wit from Miss 
Gerrity and Mr. Barth. 

" I'm told the Brooklyn girls insist on early 
calls so they can hear all about New York." 

" Do you know — it's a positive fact that more 
than three hundred thousand grown men from this 
city go over the Bridge to Brooklyn every year 
and are never heard of again. That ought to 
fix the quantity of old maids over there pretty 
well." Then^ a little louder — " If you get lost 
over there, Phinney, old scout, let me know and 
ril have 'em send you your meals." To all of 
which the Lover made indistinct returns involving 
certain cheap comedians he knew and was heard 
to dash the area gate hurriedly after him. 
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Promptly Mr. Barth, who, Edith learned by 
degrees, was a " re-write " man on the Evening 
Truth, delivered himself of a frank opinion. He 
addressed himself without any warning at all to 
Edith, who was glad to recognize that this direct 
spoken young man would have said the same thing 
in his straightforward, level-eyed way to any one 
else. 

" There goes a fellow," Barth said with a rather 
bitter laugh, " who's deliberately laying up trouble 
for himself. If you took a cross-section of his 
mind to-night all you'd find would be a picture of 
a three-room flat with a rubber plant and a leggy 
chicken named * Maudie ' chewing gum in a four- 
dollar rocker. Take another one a year from 
to-day and there'll be a che-ild, a movie fan for a 
wife and a bunch of bills he can't pay. After 
that he'll regularly drink himself out of a job 
every three months until Maudie stops her nag- 
^ng and gets grounds for separation. It's a 
sweet existence on eighty dollars per, is it not? 
It is not. ^ I wonder why they do it." 

" G-r-r-r-acious, Mr. Barth," said Miss Ger- 
rity, with mode alarm. " I suppose you know it's 
all the woman's fault." 

" No, I don't," Barth answered doggedly, shak- 
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ing his head and then breaking into a grin much 
to Edith's relief. " I leave all purely natural 
phenomena to you and Mr. Pascoe. I only re- 
serve the right to state that the young woman of 
the period does not * fall ' in love ; she calculates 
her way in and when her calculations don't pan out 
she divorces herself out again." 

" Quite right, young man, quite right," agreed 
Mr. Pascoe. He brushed his beautifully curving 
white mustache vigorously with his napkin and, 
Edith thought, tried to conceal a choleric gleam 
in his eye from Miss Gerrity. " But it's all the 
mother's fault. Ought to know better. No con- 
trol at all. Shame the way they do nowadays. 
Probably out fussing with suffrage. Yelling from 
the tail of a cart. Making a fool of herself. All 
that sort of rot." 

Having delivered himself of these remarks in 
such a fashion as to leave some doubt as to their 
purely humorous intent, Mr. Pascoe, to Edith's 
mild surprise, produced a small, circular rattan 
mat from his pocket and laid it on the table be- 
side his plate; after which he broke some bread 
and put it on the mat, first dipping it in his tea. 
Then he reached down behind him and deftly un- 
hooked the door of an old-fashioned wooden bird 
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cage which Edith suddenly took note of. Where- 
upon a beautiful, plump, coal black bird with iri- 
descent wings hopped blithely up on the table and 
began pecking vigorously at the crumbs. 

** Be a good boy, Zeke," said Mr. Pascoe. 
" You haven't said a word to me to-day. Say 
* Hello, George ! * for the ladies." 

The bird listened, with alert, beady eye, codced 
its shiiyng head and fluttered its wings. When 
Edith had decided that Mr. Pascoe's suggestion 
was only a joke the bird suddenly opened his 
mouth. 

" 'Ello, GorchI " said the bird. 

Mr. Pascoe's rubicund visage broke into 
pleased smiles. He settled down in his chair, 
with his double chin deep in his collar and stroked 
the bird's sleek back with a gentle forefinger. 
Then he looked up at Edith with a soft, frank, 
friendly gaze which seemed to open up to her a 
door in the little man's mind which was gener- 
ally closed. 

** Was married once, myself,'* he said, with a 
plaintive note that went to the pri's heart. 
" Know what it is to have a wife. Haven't any 
now, though. Nor any children. No. Not 
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one/' He paused and gave h^r an ironic gleam. 
"Hal Got arrow/" 

On the other side of Edith, Mr. Tapper was 
involved in an argument with Miss Gerrity, who, 
it seemed, had resolutely shut her ears against Mr. 
Pascoe's remarks and Edith saw the young man 
named Barth rocking back in his chair and sur- 
veying the couple with a cynically humorous eye. 

" Some great questions are decided here," he 
remarked to Edith in an undertone. "We're 
ready to tackle anything from Single Tax to Race 
Suicide. How was the market to-day, Major? 
I see St. Paul fell off again, somewhatly. Have 
I got to put up some more of those beastly mar- 
gins to save my yacht? " 

Having concluded his low-voiced conversation 
with Miss Gerrity, ending with the cryptic words 
"unearned increment," Mr. Tapper's eye rested 
mistily on Barth for a moment and then bright- 
ened as the familiar train of machinery started 
up in his brain. Edith fancied she could almost 
hear the time-worn gears click into place. 

" Without anything resembling general activity, 
to-day's market displayed a fair amount of 
strength which was most uniform in the industrial 
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department," said Mr. Tapper, exactly as you 
read it in the paper. " Toward the end of the 
day, the development of a fresh decline in St. 
Paul shares, which carried them to the lowest price 
in the past six months, proved a disturbing influ- 
ence and the market's tone at the close was heavy." 

" In other words," Barth commented, lighting 
a cigarette, " the dear old public hasn't yet come 
into the market to be shorn, and they're just 
fizzling around among themselves with St. Paul 
hung out as a bait. A grand old set of pirates, 
they are. I should think you'd be ashamed to 
work down there." 

This was rather bold and not a little heartless, 
Edith thought, but she had begun to detect a cer- 
tain honest bravery in Barth which coolly assured 
the victim that he would just as readily mete out 
punishment to himself if he thought he deserved 
it. 

Mr. Tapper considered the glittering trap for 
a moment and then leveled a declaratory finger at 
the newspaper man. 

" You can't get me to argue that point in mixed 
company, young man," he announced with a hu- 
morous gleam. " When you want an interview on 
financial morality to bolster up the declining repu- 
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tation of your paper you will have to obtain it 
from me through the regular channels and not 
through the artful agencies of social intercourse." 

"Ha! Hal" laughed Barth, delightedly. 
** Major, you're in unusually good form. Er- 
going to speak to-night? " 

For some reason there was a little pause. 
Edith felt, uncomfortably, that Barth had touched 
on something which might better have been left 
to sleep. She saw that the others, too, though 
they may have been ignorant as to its significance, 
somehow knew that the question should not have 
been asked. Even Barth seemed to know it. 

"Speak?" asked Major Solomon Tapper 
gruffly, with a quick look of suspicion from under 
shaggy brows. "Speak? Not at all, sir. No- 
where. No time." He arose abruptly from his 
chair and passed out with a thundering rumble of 
disavowals. " I have no desire to speak in public 
on any topic. Never had. Never will have. 
Speaking is not in my line. But if It were, I should 
take pains — take particular pains, sir, to make 
what I said plain and accurate, so that it could not 
be distorted, confused, mishandled and generally 
misrepresented by the moral-less employees of a 
miserable yellow journal." 
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" Whew I " said Barth, as the echoes of wrath 
died away. " Did it that time, I guess. Too 
bad. Pm sorry. Ah, well/' and he drummed on 
the table, " that's the way it goes." The look of 
dissatisfaction came back in his face. He pulled 
out his .watch. " Guess I'll go take a walk 
through the delightfully moral streets of our little 
city. Ah-hum. Farewell." 

With the departure of the newspaper man, Mr. 
Pascoe's crow picked up his last crumb and then 
made two whirring circuits of the room, finally 
descending foolishly on his cage. 

" Back you go, Zeke," said the old gentleman, 
promptly, and lured his pet into the cage and 
locked the door. Then, with a voiceless bow 
to the two ladies, he took the cage under his arm 
and trudged slowly upstairs. 

Edith felt that Miss Gerrity wanted very much 
to watch Mr. Pascoe depart but was unwilling 
so long as any one else was there. She wondered 
if Miss Gerrity, who was undoubtedly poor, was 
attracted to Mr. Pascoe, who was seemingly in 
financial ease. In view of Mr. Pascoe's ideas, 
which she had heard, and Miss Gerrity's theories, 
which she suspected, this seemed at least improb- 
able. Logic, therefore, suggested that Miss Ger- 
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rity watched him because she disliked him. Per- 
haps she would say when she spoke. 

" How do you expect to get your job? " asked 
Miss Gerrity. 

'' Oh,'' said Edith, startled. " Why — just go 
out and look, I guess — look in the paper," she 
concluded, pinkly, as an after-thought. To tell 
the truth, she'd been so absorbed with the details 
of escape and the preliminaries of settling down in 
her refuge that she hadn't given work much 
thought. It had seemed quite enough at first 
merely to lay her plans against being found out, 
and her bank account in New York, which was not 
on Fifth Avenue, and her plain little trunk with 
its very plain contents had seemed the only steps 
particularly necessary. But now, under the older 
woman's keen eyes, which rested first on her hands 
and then on her hair, she realized that even under 
a pseudonym and the semblance of straitened cir- 
cumstances there would still be things to explain 
— if she didn't get that " job." 

" I didn't mean to ask so directly," the other 
woman said. " Only, I could see you'd never 
worked before and I wondered what your ideas 
were." Her eyes roamed again and a faint smile 
flickered over her determined but likable face. 
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" I should say, off-hand, that your greatest diffi- 
culty would be in choosing between your offers," 
she said. " As for myself, I'm in Bingles — Suit 
Department. Sometimes I feel as if Fd rather 
be in hell." 

" I didn't know they treated you badly," Edith 
said, wonderingly. 

"Not they^ my dear, but the people/ These 
dreadful women, with their everlasting altera- 
tions and exchanges and dissatisfaction and what- 
not fairly drive you mad. I'm like Miss Sally, 
who wants to run a boarding house just for men — 
I think I'm beginning to hate my sex." 

" Come up in my room and give me ideas on 
interior decoration," Edith suggested, to rouse 
Miss Gerrity from her gloom. " I've got to 
cover up a blind fireplace, a stove-pipe hole and 
four blank walls with ninety-two cents worth of 
* art ' from a Four-Cent Store and I feel as if I 
needed help." 

For an hour the two women wrestled with tacks, 
screw-eyes and string, and hung up lithographed 
copies of Louvre favorites, whose little folding 
eyelets on the back always broke off as quickly as 
the picture was adjusted, and then Miss Gerrity 
paused and considered. 
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" Little sister," said she. " If you're going job 
hunting in the morning you've got to know where 
to go. Suppose I run out and get a paper. No 
— let me go," as Edith protested. "There's 
part of the paper I want to see, myself." 

Following the other woman from the window, 
the girl saw her walk past the news-stand on the 
corner, where the gaslight flared over long rows 
of magazines, and buy her paper from a small but 
very active boy who seemed to radiate out from 
the protecting comer of the building like a sub- 
marine operating from a secret base. Evidently 
the two were old friends, for he darted out of the 
shadows with a glad wave of his papers and after 
some conversation came back with her as far as 
her door, a grotesque little figure trotting by her 
side in a coat five years too big for him, alter- 
nately plucking at his garterless stockings and 
pushing back his engulfing sleeves. They paused 
under a street lamp and the small, wan face with 
its big eyes was lifted to Miss Liza in wrapt at- 
tention. The woman took a hand and squeeezed 
it in both of hers and when they parted it was with 
a lingering and looking back which made Edith 
feel uncomfortably like an eavesdropper. For 
this reason she said nothing when Miss Liza re- 
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turned and the two together went carefully 
through the Help Wanted columns, reading 
bits to each other and marking the likelier 
ones. 

After a time the older woman laid the paper 
aside. " I think you're in for some curious ex- 
periences," she said. " If you'll take my advice, 
you'll keep strictly away from anything but a 
straight salary in a good sized office. But I can't 
help you much, after all. Getting a job when you 
haven't friends is a matter of absolute luck. 
You're like a chip tossed about by the waves — 
you may find a quiet eddy where all will go swim- 
mingly, and again you may float hither and yonder 
for years without ever coming really to rest." 
She went to the open window and kneeled down 
with her folded arms on the sill. Edith joined 
her and together they looked out into the night. 

The street had grown dark and still. Emptied 
of its after-supper maelstrom of shrieking chil- 
dren, who seemed always to dispute more than they 
played, it was like a silent, murky canyon with its 
stony water-course gone dry — where grotesque 
crags and ledges banked in a black, jagged line 
against a pale violet sky picked out with stars. 
Like swallows nesting in a cliff the inhabitants had 
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fluttered into their ^tony niches, where lights 
sprang up, or, with disconcerting suddenness, went 
out. From somewhere along its obscure pave- 
ments underneath the trees came the echoing 
footfall of the invisible traveler who is forever 
passing, the shrill, discordant tune of the whistling 
boy we long to still, the comforting dock-dock of 
a tired horse, the dank of a man-hole cover under 
a wind-swift tire. At one end, the smooth asphalt 
of the untenanted Avenue glistened, unbroken by 
movement, under the moon-like arc lights — at 
the other, the vague shape of the elevated road 
slept, only to wake and groan under a moment's 
flashing load of yellow lighted cars. 

" I feel awfully tired of life to-night," the older 
woman said ** If I'm disagreeable, please send 
me right along to my room — I guess that's the 
best place for me. I don't know whether it's 
people or things that have worn me out to-day, 
but perhaps it's just the dty. Sometimes, all these 
huge buildings and streets and miles and miles of 
stone and asphalt and iron make me feel as if it 
was all just a big, unfeeling machine that ate up 
everything you put in it without ever a word of 
thanks, or doing anything but danking along with 
a head-cracking noise and turning out some kind 
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of product you never get to see. And yet, at other 
times it's all as human as can be, with everybody 
your friend and the most unexpected people doing 
you kindnesses and taking a real interest in you. 
That's why I don't know whether I love it or hate 
it. Sometimes I think I understand it and other 
times I think it just delights in baffling me. It's 
like a Sphinx, staring at you with blind eyes, trying 
to make you guess what it's thinking about when 
all the time it probably isn't thinking of anything. 
For some people, it's like a great, big cemetery 
where all the hopes of life lie dead and buried, 
while for others it's the happiest place in the 
world, — all sunshine and future and money and 
dresses and good things to eat Right now, for 
me, it's linked itself up with everything in life that 
I ever wanted and never got. Perhaps it isn't fair 
to charge it all up to the city but just whenever 
things seem smoothing out it seems to wake up out 
of a tricky, cat-like sleep and put out a paw and 
thwart me." 

Miss Liza was silent for a moment while Edith 
:wondered what her aims had been. She found 
herself liking Miss Liza because her resentment 
wasn't savage but was only a sort of puzzled com- 
plaint against life for not giving her a fairer re- 
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turn. And yet, at forty-five, what could one still 
be striving for? 

'* I guess you wonder why I'm boring you with 
my troubles,'' Miss Liza said, "but you'll hear 
plenty of them from every one before you're done. 
1 think you're the kind of girl who likes to listen, 
and let me tell you that as long as you don't 
foolishly interrupt with descriptions of your own 
troubles everybody in the world will be your 
friend. You're doing pretty well to-night, I 
might remark. You haven't said a word." 

" I was wondering," Edith said, thoughtfully, 
" if Mr. Barth was really as cynical as he seems." 

" He's a young man who's seen a good deal of 
the seamy side," the other responded. "And, 
just to make it worse, I shouldn't be surprised if 
some girl had once given him a raw deal. He's 
certainly a woman hater now *— no, not a hater 
— a real despiser. And yet I think he's always 
hunting for some woman he could really look up 
to and worship. He wouldn't say so, of course — 
he'd keep that hid — but that's his secret, I guess." 

Edith caught at the phrase. That was it. 
Every one had their secret. Every one had, 
stowed away in their heart, a secret longing to 
be something different or bigger or better, or else 
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were carefully covering up the reason why thpy 
couldn't ever hope to gain their desire. That was 
why old Mr. Tapper had been angry when Barth 
twitted him. And why Mr. Phinney slammed 
area gates. And why Miss Liza felt dispirited. 
And why Mr. Pascoe had a crow. 

Then she remembered that she, too, had her 
secret and wondered, amused, if the sharp-eyed 
woman beside her would guess it. 

" Yes. Everybody has their secret," Miss Liza 
went on, as if Edith had spoken, ^^and I guess 
you'll have yours, too, before long — probably 
some young man. But I hope you don't make the 
mistake so many young girls make and marry 
some one just because you like his disposition. 
You're a good-looking girl and you must have had 
a good home. You oughtn't to marry a man on 
a cent less than a hundred and fifty a month. And 
don't you let him take you up in the Bronx to a 
cheap flat, either. Make him take you out in the 
country — on Long Island or over in Jersey, and 
get a nice little home, .and go to church regularly, 
and have a nice circle of friends, and not just a 
lot of stray cats from the oflice or pidced up at the 
beaches. I don't sec why you haven't a big future 
ahead of you. The city has some rich prizes if 
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you watch yourself. I wonder what it will offer 
you?" 

For a long time after Miss Liza had gone Edith 
Welling sat at her darkened window. She was 
by no means shaken down in the new life, not even 
as far as Miss Winkler's was concerned, but she 
had gone far enough on her amazing excursion to 
realize that she had taken either a foolish step 
or a very wise one. Likewise, she knew that she 
must come to a decision as to what her attitude 
towards all this kind of life was to be. It wouldn't 
be fair to think of it just as a lark, — as something 
from which she could lift herself at a moment's 
notice whenever it grew unpleasant merely by 
going to the Bank or boarding a train or steamer. 
She'd been accepted by the people at Miss 
Winkler's for exactly what she said she was and 
until she left there she Intended to be that in mind 
as well as deed. Yet there was another reason 
why the girl was going to play the game fairly 
and squarely. The woman who had just left had 
put her estimate of her so provokingly low that 
if she couldn't achieve that little she didn't de- 
serve much of anything. 

" I'm going to put you on probation for at least 
six months," she said grimly to herself. ** I'm 
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not quite sure as to this ambitious young man on 
eighteen hundred a year because I have the un- 
comfortable suspicion that one with eighteen thou- 
sand would be naturally pleasanter to live with 
and talk to — but — the fact remains — if I can't 
induce some eighteen hundreder to fall desperately 
in love with me just for the sake of my own sweet 
self I'll feel as if my case were hopeless. All I'd 
be good for then would be to go shamefacedly 
home and administer a ten million dollar estate 
and a sugar industry. I wonder, after all, if there 
aren't lots of little people doing big things in this 
world simply because they aren't big enough to do 
Somali ones. Well, I know about the big ones, so 
this time I'm going to see how good I am at little 
ones." 

She looked out on the street once more. A 
silver disk was sliding up over the dark roofs, 
flooding the city with light. What had been a 
moment ago only the shapeless bulk of a distant 
loft building turned suddenly into a white, ghostly, 
shimmering pile as beautiful as a marble temple. 
Homely tin roofs became lakes of silver — signs 
glittered — grotesque cornices, scuttles and even 
chimney pots became clean cut and picturesque. 
Houses and yards that had been the abodes of 
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ugliness faded away into shadow or else were soft- 
ened into beauty. Church spires that had not been 
seen before swam into view like glimmering spears 
thrust up into the gray blue sky. It was like a 
great theater where screens of gauze before a 
scene in fairyland were being lifted one by one, 
and the change that every moment wrought 
brought back the other woman's struggle to under- 
stand. 

Perhaps Edith, too, would some day alternately 
love it and hate it. Perhaps she, too, would give 
it all she had and receive nothing in return. Per- 
haps she, too, in her hour of bitterest disappoint- 
ment would find out that the great machine had 
a heart after all. Who could tell ? What would 
the city offer her? Well, to-morrow she would 
begin to see. 
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CHAPTER III 

A TRUE diagnosis of that kind of the *' blues " 
most conunon between Bowling Green and Van 
Cortlandt Park will reveal it as consisting oftenest 
of equal parts rainy day, leaden clothes, no em- 
ployment and shortage of cash. The only correc- 
tion Edith felt like making this afternoon, as she 
sat in a little Fourth Avenue restaurant drinking a 
glass of milk and wishing she had brought an um- 
brella, was to substitute for the last named compli- 
cation a depressing symptom of great-personal- 
ignorance, developed by soul searching questions 
as to present ability and past experience, and a red 
rash of helpless wrath, brought to the surface 
chiefly by super-efficient Hebrew gentlemen with 
very bad manners and very good clothes. 

For six hours a day for six earnest days she had 
stood, a Peri-like suppliant, at office gates. She 
had talked across counters, desk tops, office rails 
and through little ground glass windows. The 
latter were always too small and too low and even 
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when she bent her knees and peered through she 
could never see much higher than her inquisitor's 
Adam's-apple which, something told her, was not 
a perfect index to character. She had interviewed 
old gentlemen, young men, office boys and middle 
aged women, and had written reams of sample 
dictation. The old gentlemen told her they were 
extremely busy and then gave her thirty-minute 
reviews of their careers ending with hand pattings 
and sincere regrets. The young men yearned 
visibly and without exception took her telephone 
number. The office boys rushed to do her bidding 
with surprising unconsciousness of their loss of 
dignity. The women, one and all, promptly dis- 
missed her. Actual offers during that time com- 
prised — she counted them on her fingers — a 
position as buffer in a crooked Loan Office — a 
house-to-house canvasser for a combination mouse- 
trap and fly-catcher — an agent for a collector of 
bad debts — and a veiled offer of marriage from 
a fat Jew cigar manufacturer who was still in 
mourning for his wife. Warned by experience and 
remembrance of Miss Gerrity's advice, she had 
marked this morning only those advertisements 
which called specifically for a stenographer and 
had nearly established herself in a bright, clean 
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Real Estate office only to learn that her real duties 
would consist in traveling daily to Long Island 
with lot-hunting couples who could pay twenty-five 
dollars down and five dollars a month. Her next 
and latest venture had been quite different. In 
Bernheim & Murphy's Dramatic Agency she had 
been mistaken by the outside office for the long- 
expected beauty who was to head " The Ginger 
Girls " (playing the beach resorts for a season of 
fifteen weeks) and had had great difficulty per- 
suading Louis Bernheim that she preferred a 
purely sedentary life. At that Louis had not been 
noticeably discouraged and had woven deft compli- 
ments around the flattering words " figure " and 
*' class " and " wonderful hair," and had inter- 
larded it all with pressing invitations to dinner and 
motor rides, until Edith hurriedly prepared for 
flight, only to find the door of the little private of- 
fice securely locked. It was true that her escape 
had not been greatly impeded and Louis' grasp on 
her arm had not been painfully tight, but for the 
next few hours life seemed, in some way, to lack a 
good deal of its freshness — as if its shining mir- 
ror had been clouded by a fetid breath. 

Next to Edith, in one of the little chairs that 
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seemed ridiculously like lecture chairs in a college 
class-room, a short, thin girl with a very white 
skin and big blue eyes was sitting dreamily eating 
a piece of cocoanut pie, her heels crookd in her 
chair rungs. She was consuming the pie with 
a fascinating, ruminative slowness, methodically 
sawing off each piece with her fork until Edith 
feared she would cut through the plate, and rolling 
her large eyes ceiling-wards in beatific meditation 
as she put the delectable fragment in her mouth. 
On the third finger of her left hand she wore a 
solitaire of remarkable minuteness, undeniably new 
and unmistakably treasured, which she now and 
then held secretly at arm's length and admired. 
At last the pie was entirely consumed and the ac- 
companying day dreams were regretfully put 
away. The simple-mannered maiden, through 
whose guileless orbs Edith thought one might see 
down almost to her immortal soul, wiped her lips 
with what little remained of her paper napkin and 
began to hunt through her imitation gold mesh- 
bag for her money. The money, however, was 
not immediately forthcoming and the look of be- 
wilderment and annoyance which marred the 
placid repose of her face gave way, finally, to dis- 
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tinct consternation. She looked again feverisMy 
and then let her hands flop down in her lap, with 
the mesh-bag open and empty. A big, fat tear 
swelled into view in the eye nearest Edith. 

Edith put out a gentle hand. 

** Don't cry," she murmured. " Let me pay 
your check. Did you lose very much? " 

Surprise, embarrassment and pathetic gratitude 
went over the girl's white foce in little colorful 
waves. 

" O, thank you 1 " she breathed, her eyes shin- 
ing their mists away. And then, mournfully — 
" It was only seventy-five cents, but the fifty cents 
part of it I always save." 

The thin girl stood thankfully by while Edith 
paid and seemed mutely admiring some quality 
which was invisible to Edith — then they went 
out together. The rain had ceased and with it 
somehow, had gone the ugly pressure on Edith's 
arm and her sudden attack of blues. As they saw 
the sun they both laughed gayly and the thin girl 
ventured to walk beside her in an acknowledged 
after-luncheon dawdle. 

" I get paid this afternoon," she said, shyly, 
*' and if you'll tell me where to meet you I'll pay 
you back the ten cents for the pie. My name is 
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Lucy Millman. I work in Babbitt & Barclay's 
Advertising Agency in this building we're coming 
to. But you don't have to work, do you ? " 

They stopped in an entrance where a clean, 
tesselated hall led past a cigar stand and soda 
fountain to a battery of elevators with a uni- 
formed starter. Edith divined that there were no 
Dramatic Agencies in this building, nor Loan 
Offices, nor questionable Real Estate promotions, 
nor Fly Catchers of any degree. 

" I want to work very much," Edith answered 
with a rueful smile, " but nobody wants me. You 
see, I'm quite without experience." 

The thin girl considered, revolving her ideas in 
time with her large eyes. 

" If you'd work for eight dollars a week to start 
with you might be able to squeeze into our office," 
she said, with a timid glance that hoped so low an 
appraisal of Edith's ability would not offend. ** I 
heard Mr. Barclay wondering about another prl 
and a new bookkeeper just this morning. It's 
a perfectly lovely place to work — I wouldn't 
leave for a farm. Why don't you come up with 
me and ask?" 

The thin girl delightedly led the way to the 
elevator and Edith followed. A tall, grave young 
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man, who had been buying a agar, trailed In their 
wake. 

" What IS the business like? ** Edith asked. 

"Oh," said Miss Millman, easily, "people 
come to us and ask advice about their advertising 
and we write the * ads ' and get the pictures made 
and put them in the magazines and newspapers. 
You have to be awfully good at it nowadays and 
I must say Mr. Barclay's vurry, vurry clever. We 
do a lot of things you see all over, in the cars 
and everywhere — * Coffeyless Coffee ' and * O-me- 
O-my Cigarettes ' and * Lady Jane Shoes ' and 

* Mendelssohn Pianos ' and ' Egg-Nuts Breakfast 
Food.' Mr. Barclay, I guess you know, is the 
man who got up that cute picture of a little baby 
smoking a cigarette in his baby-bath and grinning 
all over his face. That was so mothers would see 
it and know that * Qme-O-mys ' won't hurt you a 
bit. I think he calculated it would bring in mil- 
lions — no, billions to die * O-me-O-my ' people. 
You see — there has to be a ' reason why ' in every 
advertisement so diat people will know just what 
it is that makes 'em buy it. There's a reason for 

* Coffeyless Coffee ' and * Lady Janes ' and — and 
everything — and if you can't find one you just 
have to dig one up. They worked like anything 
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and discovered a brand new one for the breakfast 
food the other day, only I can't think of it now. 
Anyhow, I'm sure it does something to you. 

" And it's very exciting, too," Lucy babbled on. 
" Sometimes we hear that other firms who don't 
do nearly as good work as we do are trying to 
steal our accounts away from us, and then Mr. 
Babbitt and Mr. Barclay nearly have a pup fit 
right in the place, and go 'round tearing their 
hair trying to think of new ideas. Mr. Barclay 
gets his ideas by chewing these little metal clips 
you put on letters. He takes 'em and bites 'em 
and walks up and down in his private office like a 
caged lion, while I'm taking his dictation, twist- 
ing 'em in his teeth into all kinds of funny shapes 
and after a while out pops the cleverest ideal 
Oh, I tell you. Miss — Miss Welles — it's just 
splendid to see a big, fine man like Mr. Barclay 
fighting a letter clip and digging up somethmg 
worth thousands of dollars out of his head just in 
a moment. 

" And then we all take an interest in the busi- 
ness, too, because we get a share of the profits and 
because they give us samples of all these different 
things for us to try out on ourselves. I wear 
* Lady Jane ' shoes and drink * Coffeyleas Coffee ' 
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every day and test my heart beats and see how I 
feel so I can make reports diat arc right. And 
when Fm married in the Fall I'm going to get a 
Mendelssohn piano at 40 per cent, ofif — they said 
I could — because I thought of the name ' Mello- 
tone ' for their new player. They're trying now 
to get a Glycerine Soap account and everybody 
hopes they do before winter begins so we can test 
it out. Mr. Barclay thinks the campaign ought 
to be built around a pretty girl with perfectly 
beautiful liands, but Mr. Babbitt wants a lot of 
testimonials from Government Chemists proving 
that it's real, true glycerine right out of the 
ground — " 

And here, for a little while, we will leave them 
and wonder what the grave-faced young man in 
the car with them has in mind, for he does not 
get off at Babbitt & Barclay's floor nor, indeed, 
at any other floor, but continues wordlessly up 
to the top of the shaft and then comes down again, 
thus exciting the interest of the operator. 

" Doan want tu get out hyuh? '* 

"No." 

"An' no other flo?" 

"No." 

" Doan want tu get out no place? *V 



Digitized by 



Google 



GO FORTH AND FIND 67 

"No. Noplace/' 

"Jcs'ridin'?" 

" Just riding." 

Whereupon there was silent African merriment 
and then: 

" Well, suh. It suttinly is an affeckshus day fo' 
ridin\ Come in again some day — and ride some 
mo . 

With eyes that saw not and ears that heard 
naught the subject of the invitation passed retort- 
less out of the car and the building. A high, 
bright glow was on the strange young man's face, 
as of one who has dreamed a dream — has 
glimpsed a vision. Around him men bumped each 
other, horns squawked, gongs clanged and traffic 
police men whistled themselves apoplectic but com- 
pletely without effect on his perfect somnambulism. 
Without 'deviating a hairsbreadth from his uncon- 
scious course he bore a charmed life past box- 
hurling expressmen, lumbering fat women and 
motor juggernauts, across two humming streets 
and a perilous car line and finally woke, with a 
gasp of relief, in the quiet reaches of Park Ave- 
nue. 

But still before him in his remaining mild de- 
lirium an intoxicating figure in blue, with a treas- 
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ure of golden hair sweetly poised, floated lightly In 
the air; gracefully nodding, enchantingly smiling, 
bewitchingly eager — with eyes alight and cheeks 
a-dimple and in the pure oval of her face all the 
lovely mingling of innocence and wisdom that 
ever made free man a willing slave. 

" By gracious 1 " the stricken one exclaimed to 
himself. " Wasn't she a ten days* wonder I An 
absolute angel 1 A perfect peach 1 My heaven I 
To think — just to think that there are women on 
earth to-day that could wake a fellow up like 
thatl To carry in their faces — their every 
movement, every single thing that a chap wants 
to make him do something, and amount to some- 
thing, and get somewhere 1 Why — a girl like 
that is a goddess I That's what she is — a god- 
dess I She's enough to make a chap go out and 
conquer the world so he can bring back its paltry 
junk and pour it out at her feet." 

A still madder riot of ideas seized him. He 
suddenly saw himself possessed of invincible cour- 
age, unshakable determination, unanswerable 
logic, a perfect choice of words. He saw himself 
standing before the goddess without more intro- 
duction than she herself would see In the light in 
his eyes and the love on his face. He was hold- 
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ing her hand firmly and saying in a voice that 
would at once reassure her : 

" I do not know you and you do not know me 
but I love you and I do not intend to hide it. I 
love you so that no matter what obstacle may in- 
tervene I shall remove it. What possible end can 
conventionality serve when any one loves as I love 
you? I (masterfully, but kindly) shall win your 
affection simply because my love is too tremendous 
to be turned away. Of course, since you do not 
know me, you cannot appreciate my absolute ear- 
nestness, but I ask you, as the fair, frank woman 
you are, to let me be your trusted friend until you 
see that my love will change the whole of life for 
you." 

After which she would look at him straightfor- 
wardly, with her splendid woman's bravery under 
trying circumstances, and say : 

** No one has ever said such things to me before, 
but I recognize that you are an honorable man 
and I think you mean what you say. I see, too, 
that you are suffering and I am willing to be your 
friend as you suggest because you are so brave. 
If you wish, you may come to see me to-morrow. 
My name is — ^" 

C-^'f^a^O'S'h! What the mischief — Why un- 



Digitized by 



Google 



70 GO FORTH AND FIND 

der the sun didn't these confounded nursemaids 
keep their baby express carts out from under peo- 
ple's feet? He hopped about on one foot and 
fell heavily against a fence, where he dung with 
both hands while he angrily shook the miserable, 
clap-trap contrivance loose from his ankle, con- 
scious that the world was filled with caustic 
brogue and infant lamentations. Freed from the 
red and green remains, he felt in his pocket, hap- 
pily discovered a quarter and tendered it. Then 
he walked on, head down, brow furrowed, his 
heart suddenly depressed. 

Yes. She was every bit of what he'd said and 
more and for that reason she was just exactly the 
kind of angel girl who would make a chap feel 
his pitiful inferiority with such frightful acuteness 
that he'd almost never want to sec her again. 
What ever would be the use — 

" See here, old man," he said, with resurging 
determination, " no faint heart business now be- 
cause that won't do, you know. You're going to 
win that girl, but you've got to work to do it. 
You've got to make something out of yourself, 
right away quick. You'll have to win the world's 
respect before you can hope to win hers. And it 
isn't simply money that she would want. It's all 
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very well to dream about writing plays and making 
a name but if you can't convince a manager that 
your play is what the public is dying for how can 
you convince her that you're what you say you 
are ? A girl like she is will want you to amount to 
something as yourself/* 

And then, out of the welter of ideas, emerged 
a thought which, if he were quite sane, was itself 
probably insane ; while, if he was unbalanced, was 
undoubtedly the most perfectly poised conception 
he'd ever had. He hupted again for a coin, found 
one — his last — and fingered it into position on 
his thumb. 

"We'll decide our particularly worthless fu- 
ture right here and now," he said. " Which shall 
it be? Heads, I get a job and make something 
out of myself — or Tails, I stick to the bully old 
play?" 

The coin spun in the air, gleamed brightly in 
the sun, fell featly in his waiting palm. He gave 
it a quick look and broke out in delighted laughter. 
He had won 1 
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Your first impression when you entered Bab- 
bitt & Barclay's was that here were a great many 
people busily engaged in an important business 
which, you quickly realized, you knew very little 
about 

Your second impression was, when you saw the 
big, original illustrations on the walls of the little 
reception room and descried others in the open 
section of the office directly in front of the gate, 
that this was the interesting birthplace of many 
a pictured appeal which in the past had made you 
laugh or sigh or covet or send a postal for an 
illustrated booklet and (generally) buy. It was 
suddenly revealed that Babbitt & Barclay were the 
profound scientists who, months ago, had discov- 
ered to you the vital importance of the care of the 
hair and had led you by unconscious progressions 
to the use of a stiff brush and two ounces of cap^ 
piline (obtainable at any good drugstore) dis- 
solved in water. You further discovered that 
your knowledge of the needful quantity of pro- 
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teids in your daily food which had induced you to 
invest in something called " Probasco's Fig But- 
ter," proceeded from this same authoritative 
source. Your appreciations widening and increas- 
ing, you tfcen admired a framed, full-page news- 
paper advertisement and recollected that two 
weeks before last Christmas when you had firmly 
decided to give no presents, but instead to send 
your wife on a much-needed trip to Panama, you 
had suddenly been informed that all such pleas- 
ures were illusory and fleeting and that you owed 
it to your neglected children to begin their educa- 
tion in music, whereupon you had greatly surprised 
your wife and yourself by purchasing a Mendels- 
sohn Mellotone, " which all could play." With a 
growing sense of helplessness in the face of these 
invisible powers and anguished remembrances of 
something called ** Dat Chicken Rag," you turned 
away only to realize from further pictures of house 
paint, plumbing fixtures, clothes, garden hose, meat 
dessicators and sanitary toothbrushes that you 
were, yourself, using the larger number of these 
admirable conveniences every day — that your 
stock of useful knowledge had been greatly in- 
creased through their arguments — that with very 
few exceptions they had been found distinctly good 
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and that you were, in fact, profoundly grateful to 
the humanitarians who had overcome your re- 
luctance to buy and led you and yours to a bigger, 
happier existence. 

It was with something of this feeling that Edith 
began her first week's work at Babbitt & Barclay's. 
No doubt she would have been interested in the 
activities of an office, no matter what the occupa- 
tion, but the atmosphere of the place had charmed 
her from her moment of entrance and when she 
caught the idea of the business, with its never- 
ending hunt for the best in every one' and every- 
thing, she grew happier by the hour. When, as a 
giri, she'd gone with her father through mills and 
offices it bad been with a feeling that the woiicers 
were dumbly following out a routine from which 
the hope of creating something new had long ago 
disappeared. In their faces she'd seen only the 
expressionless stare of the animal on the tread- 
mill listening, always listening, for the whistle, and 
living only for its food and sleep. 

But this — this was different. On the very top 
floor of a clean, new skyscraper, with big win- 
dows open to the sky and sun the little, family- 
like group of Babbitt & Barclay people went 
through their day with easy familiarity with each 
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other and a very real delight in their work and 
their own cleverness. All the girls wore pretty 
suits and good shoes, probably ^^ Lady Janes,** 
Edith reflected — the men were young, clean look- 
ing and genially brisk, — the desks and furnishings 
were new — there was a well-organized system of 
office work in whose automatic accuracy Edith 
found a never ending source of wonder and de- 
light 

On the left hand side of the main office, where 
Mr. Babbitt, in spectacles, bald-headed and roly- 
poly, sat in an black, alpaca office coat at a flat- 
topped desk with the stenographers around him 
and a big table behind him, were two private of- 
fices with " Mr. Hamill *' and " Mr. Coates " let- 
tered on their doors. Mr. Hamill was the B. & 
B. " copy-writer," a rumple-haired, genial young 
married man with a wife and two fat babies in a 
house he'd almost paid for out at Nutley, and 
Edith found that one of her duties was to de-code 
his penciled hieroglyphics and type them perfectly 
in triplicate, after which Mr. Hamill would put 
two copies in the waste-basket and send the other 
back to her, black with corrections. Mr. Coates 
was the artist and worked over an adjustable draw- 
ing board by the window amidst an amazing litter 
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of pencils, ink, erasers, brushes, paints and piles 
of half-finished sketches from which, if you asked 
him, he could inmiediately extract anything he had 
done for a year back and think nothing of it. 
Whenever Edith could, she liked to slip into Mr. 
Coates' room and watch him sketching, or ** air- 
brushing " a photograph, or making a handsomely 
bordered ** lay-out " which later would contain 
some of Mr. HamilFs punchiest phrases set up 
in " Cheltenham Bold." And sometimes Mr. 
Coates would come out and speak to Mr. Babbitt, 
and Mr. Babbitt would smile in a fatherly way 
over his spectacles at Miss Welles, and Miss 
Welles would put a paper weight on her flutter- 
ing carbons and go smilingly in to be a model for 
Empress Washable Gloves or the cheery, aproned 
maid who cleans the house from top to bottom in 
half an hour with a Vacumo Cleaner. 

The right side of the B. & B. establishment 
was given up to a consultation room with an im- 
pressive mahogany table and plenty of brass ash- 
receivers, the bookkeeper's desk where Mr. Rix 
toiled all day long, and Mr. Thomas Barclay's 
private office. 

Edith had never known any one quite like Mr* 
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Barclay. She'd seen a good many men who 
looked like he did — brisk, jovial, round-faced, 
clean-shaven, flamboyantly necktied and prosper- 
ously dressed, with patent leather shoes — and 
she'd naively included them all in her " uninterest- 
ing business man " class, but at the end of the first 
week she was willingly admitting the charm of his 
versatility, and before a second week was over was 
wondering at the immense fund of general infor- 
mation out of which he logically deduced what 
less systematic geniuses would have glamoured 
with the word ** inspiration." Mr. Barclay, fur- 
thermore, was a confirmed optimist. Not hope 
alone, but sublime, unshakable confidence in him- 
self and his world shone perennially in his face, 
was reproduced in his shepherd's plaid suit and 
faithfully mirrored in his shoes. When the dis- 
couraged manufacturer whose goods wouldn't sell 
entrusted his hand to Tom Barclay's big, warm 
palm and looked into his honest, steadily smil- 
ing eyes so full of reserve power he suddenly real- 
ized that his goods, after all, were better made 
than any others on the market and the only rea- 
son why he wasn't rolling in wealth was because 
hc*d been unsystematic — well, perhaps a little 
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worse than that — say, criminally negligent in not 
advertising through Babbitt & Barclay so as to 
get a national distribution. 

And so, two weeks of work at eight dollars a 
week, with subtle indications of another dollar at 
the end of the month, found Edith in possession of 
a great deal of interesting personal knowledge and 
a fast growing fund of ability and experience. 
From confiding Lucy, she learned that Babbitt & 
Barclay had not always been on the crest of suc- 
cess — that quiet, hard-working Mr. Babbitt, with 
the little fluff of colorless hair fencing in his bald- 
ness, was thought to be paying off some debts 
which he had acquired in another Agency venture 
and that it would be a long time before he could 
consider himself free, which meant, as Edith un- 
derstood it, that he really didn't have to pay them 
unless he wished. Telephone conversations and 
visits also apprised her of the fact that Mr. Bar- 
clay's optimism was sometimes put to a severe 
strain by his dead brother's family whom he was 
supporting. Numerous other secrets were afloat 
in the office, such as Lucy's engagement to Charley 
Robertson over in the C. O. D. service of Bingle's, 
and Sadie Greenberg's interest in a telephone phan- 
tom known as " Mister Levy," and Miss Kramer's 



Digitized by 



Google 



GO FORTH AND FIND 79 

familiarity with the dramatic profession, but there 
were none that were very serious — none that 
couldn't be unearthed if you wanted to ask enough 
questions. As a matter of fact, Edith had never 
before seen so many happy, contented people, or 
so many as prosperous as their abilities justified. 
Out of them all there was only one who seemed 
to be without any particular future and who 
seemed like a v^ery square peg in a very round 
hole. ^* 

Over in the comer, at a wide, high desk, stand- 
ing there all day long on a little bending foot- 
board that made it easier for his feet, Mr. Rix, 
the bookkeeper, labored over the Babbitt & Bar- 
clay accounts. Edith didn't know how much Mr. 
Rix was paid, but he was unquestionably poor, be- 
cause his office coat was old and torn and because 
nobody knew where he ate his lunch. Edith was 
tempted to believe that he went without it so as to 
save — he looked so discouraged. 

Mr. Rix was tall and grave and thin. His face 
was long, with faint hollows under the cheekbones 
— not precisely cadaverous but rather gaunt and 
lean in an intellectual way. His eyes were lumi- 
nous hazel and they had a pleasant, honest way 
of smiling when he smiled and sometimes hold- 
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ing a lurking light of huge amusement. Adding 
his appearance to his voice, which was deep and 
pleasant, and his manners, which were beyond re- 
proach, Edith's swift fancy promptly created for 
him a poverty-stricken boyhood in some country 
rectory. She was sure he'd never been to college 
and yet she was equally sure that he could quote 
to her. If she tested him, out of all those parts 
of Virgil which no one ever read ^hout a ** trot." 
As to how and why, at twenty-fi^ he'd ever be- 
come a bookkeeper in an advertising agency she 
could not undertake even to imagine. She could 
only see that there were, unfortunately, many 
things which he did not know about advertising 
or business, for in her first week she had seen 
Mr. Babbitt and Mr. Rix in many an anxious 
conversation. She could see, too, that poor, 
friendless Mr. Rix, who was excessively shy among 
the women employees of Babbitt & Barclay, was 
also far from self-assertive among men — as if, 
for a while, at least, he meant to keep silence until 
he was surer of his, ground. Even then, Edith 
wasn't sure that he'd confess too much faith in his 
own ability. She thought Mr. David Rix was 
sadly lacking in self-confidence. 

Perhaps it was this atmosphere of misplaced- 
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ness and loneliness as much as anything which led 
her to speak to him one evening in early sunmier 
when the office had closed. His out-at-elbows of- 
fice coat had been exchanged for a gray garment 
which, if deceptive as to age, was certainly clean 
and well cut. His hat was straw and new and 
she saw, as they went down in the elevator, that he 
carried a walking stick. 

"June comes but once a year, Miss Welles." 

** Its best gifts are nice, new clothes — and hats, 
Mr. Rix." 

"If hats were conversational. Miss Welles, you 
might hear mine in its pride asking yours in its 
fetchingness if it cared to take a walk." 

" I walk south, Mr. Rix." 

They walked down Fourth Avenue, cutting 
athwart the dark Hebraic current rushing hungrily 
supper-wards on Twenty-third Street, and pres- 
ently were strolling across Union Square. Mr. 
Rix, seemingly very happy, almost swung his cane. 

" I must confess," said he, " that my frame of 
mind to-night results less from my new hat than 
from having successfully struck my trial bal- 
ance. From now on I'll feel easier. You like 
Babbitt & Barclay's, don't you. Miss Welles? " 

" If I ever get my speed up to a hundred and 
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twenty a minute I'll feel better, Mr. Rix/' she 
smiled 

" I wonder why we're so terribly in earnest 
about it all," he said. " Isn't it true Aat you and 
I worry out of all proportion to the importance 
of our positions? Suppose Miss Welles falls ill 
or Mr. Rix fails to thwart some chauffeur and 
goes to a hospital — won't there be others whose 
work will be acceptable without balancing or with- 
out a hundred and twenty words a minute? " 

** I came out to get into li — I mean, I think we 
ought to do as well as we can for the sake of what- 
ever we produce," Edith said hastily, and hoped it 
was a reply. 

" Then you bow down to the machine ? " 

" When I like it — Yes 1" 

** And so do I," Mr. Rix said, firmly. " To be 
truthful, I never hoped to be so contented as 
I've been for the past two weeks. I'm not a 
very big cog in the machine as yet, but I like to 
watch it work and I take a pleasure in its product 
that's almost childish. But I didn't mean to be 
so philosophical. I was only going to ask if you 
liked New York?" 

" And why am I not a New Yorker, Mr. Rix? " 
she asked, startled. 
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^^ Because, at great personal inconvenience, you 
take your lunch hour to help Lucy Millman plan 
a flat full of blue plush furniture for fifty dollars 
down and five dollars a week, Miss Welles." 

Edith gasped, caught the fun lurking in his eyes 
and laughed helplessly. At least, Mr. Rix was 
not poor in observation. 

" Fm expecting to be chief bridesmaid, I'll have 
you know, sir." 

" I haven't a doubt of it. I'd like to go, my- 
self," he said wistfully. " Still, it seems a long 
time to wait for one's amusement. How would it 
be, instead, if we spent all of a dollar and dined 
together this evening at this table d'hote we see 
across the street? Would that be in contraven- 
tion of any social law? " 

They were in front of Miss Winkler's and 
Edith, with her foot on the step, was on the point 
of saying good-by when the invitation made her 
hesitate. At this moment, too, Barth made 
his appearance and, happening to pass, was intro- 
duced to Mr. Rix. Edith hoped there would be 
no complications and there were none for Mr. Rix 
promptly included Barth in the invitation and, 
before they were aware of it, had got them half 
way across the street. Barth followed in through 
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the area door and the passage past the kitchen to 
the little dining room beyond, secretly amused at 
Mr. Rix's persuasively gesturing cane. 

The dining room, which was where the back- 
yard would have been, had unfinished, red brick 
walls and a low glass roof and was plentifully 
wooded with lime trees In little tubs, with colored 
electric lights hidden in the leaves. The hors 
d'ceuvres were one oily sardine and one red pep- 
per apiece, after which the waiter paused long 
enough to say " Wine-or-beer-or-white-wine — 
yes, sir," and instantly disappeared to bring them 
red wine as a matter of choice. After which they 
had minestrone and cheese and spaghetti and 
cheese. By this time Barth's cynical eye had 
taken in most of the company. 

" The theory is," he remarked, " that the fifty 
cent * Wop * table d'hote is the gathering place of 
wits and literati but as far as I can see it's mostly 
patronized by middle aged milliners and folks from 
Jersey City who are out for just a devil of a time. 
I see only one real, live author here and he lives 
in a hall bedroom over on West Twenty-third 
Street and writes these ^ rattling ' stories of South 
American adventure for ThrilU. You know the 
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plot — a young American on a sloop in search of 
a buried treasure, a villain named ^ Ramirez/ a 
faithful Irishman named ^ Maginnis/ a Peruvian 
beauty with a sharp knife, and a fair haired girl 
from^the States whose rascally millionaire father 
comes down in his steam yacht to steal the treasure 
with an aeroplane. Do you know, Carson tells 
me he has those plots so systematically ramified 
and charted out that as soon as he pulls the last 
sheet out of his typewriter he can slip another in 
and plunge right ahead on the next atrocity in his 
card file. His Spanish consists of * Si, Senor ' — 
* Adios ' and * Muy bonito ' but he claims he gets 
away with it. And he banks something over two 
hundred every month — IVe actually* seen and 
hefted the money." 

" I admire Mr. Carson's philosophy," said Mr. 
Rix, visibly paling at the spaghetti and finally cut- 
ting its Gordian knot with a knife and a spoon. 
** I think he has the right idea." 

" I can't see it," retorted Barth, turning argu- 
mentative at once in his honest way, just as happy 
Edith hoped he would. " A man who can write 
oughtn't to prostitute his talent even for bread and 
butter." 
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" You think he ought to keep trying and trying 
till he's made a success in big efforts/' Edith asked, 
surprised at idealism from such a source. 

" I do/' said the newspaper man frankly. " I 
see so much slip-shod stuff every day, so much of 
what I know instantly is ^ faked,' so much of the 
* trick ' of writing, with all the stage properties and 
effects brought in at just the calculated moment, to 
say nothing of the filthy sex stuff, that I want to 
see some fellow doing his honest, level best some 
day just for the love of it, even if he does go hun- 
gry once in a while." 

" Exactly right," Mr. Rix nodded, " and I'm not 
going to defend pot-bo/lers as such because that's 
always the regular argument. But are you sure 
that your friend Carson can write really good 
stories?" 

" I know he can't," Barth answered, with a 
frank, explosive laugh. " I know because I've 
helped him at it — and made 'em worse 1 " 

" Well, then — isn't he entitled to credit for do- 
ing his level best? He knows he can write one 
kind of a story that sells and he does it super- 
latively well. He's found his audience and his 
ability perfectly fits their taste. Suppose he and 
all the other Carsons suddenly stopped writing 
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their kind of stuff — what would their people do? 
Read Henry James? '* 

Barth squirmed in his chair and laughed with 
Edith but clung tenaciously to his point. 

*' That sounds all right and yet I like to see a 
fellow trying to do better. If they all tried hon- 
estly we'd have a regular uplift. Turn Carson 
over to me and I'll starve genius into him. Gosh 
hang it, I'll make him write 1 " 

All three laughed, for while Barth might lose his 
argument he wouldn't give up his idealism. Then 
Mr. Rix, to Edith's surprise, reversed his position. 

" You're entirely right, after all," he said. 
" My point of view is ignoble. Yours is the one 
which has produced the best of everything since 
the world began. Pure love of art is the only 
spur. Blissful poverty can't compare." 

Barth colored with pleasure. Not to be out- 
done in generosity, he at once began building up 
an ingenious defense of the other's original stand, 
arguing against himself so manfully that by the 
time the little bricks of petrified ice cream came 
in, to be pursued around their plates with their 
spoons, the two men respected one another like 
prize fighters who have each scored a knock-down. 

Edith, some time since, had decided that Mr. 
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Rix cither wrote or was trying to write. That was 
why he often looked worn out in the morning and 
why he kept books. She wondered why he didn't 
get a better paying position with some publishing 
house. She began to feel very glad that they'd 
come here to dine. It was the first ^'Wop" 
dinner in her history and while the food was doubt- 
ful the wine was making the little milliners around 
her amusingly happy and the companionship of the 
two men was decidedly worth while. She thought 
of her life of a month ago, with its bristling hedge 
of conventions, and laughed out loud. She could 
picture Letty's unrepressed horror if that dear lady 
could see her now, sitting with two unidentified 
men in a dubious dining room, contentedly drink- 
ing dreadful claret out of a sticky goblet, shaking 
salt on the stains and smiling childishly at the news- 
paper man as he manipulated two oyster crackers, 
a lettuce leaf and four toothpicks into a mannequin 
which he solemnly assured them was a typical New 
Yorker, and told them wild stories of San Fran- 
cisco dajTS, and big nights at Sanguinetti's. The 
difference in fiber between Barth and Mr. Rix was 
there for any one to see, and Edith was just begin- 
ning to appreciate how each thought along a sepa- 
rate line yet both often arrived at much the same 
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opinion. She was glowing a little with the realiza- 
tion that she could follow their different trains of 
thought and see at just what points their natures 
influenced them. Barth was cynical, brave, sus- 
picious, accurate and brutally frank. If he was 
occasionally fleshly it was because his philosophy 
called for it. But there was no doubt at the same 
time as to his furious idealism. Mr. Rix, on the 
other hand, was — Well, what was Mr. Rix? 
And who was he? 

Edith wished she possessed the talent for asking 
direct questions. She'd always envied those thick- 
skinned souls who rifle your helpless heart of its 
secrets simply by making you feel criminally eva- 
sive if you don't confess all. Barth, she felt, could 
solve the Rix mystery in half a minute if she asked 
him. She stole a look at Mr. Rix and promptly 
hoped Barth wouldn't. Somehow she knew that 
the tall, grave bookkeeper with the pleasant voice 
would never try to discover her secret, and if he 
did would keep it hid. When she said good-by 
to the two men who, it seemed, were going to take 
a stroll together, it was with the unexpressed hope 
that Mr. Rix would not persist in working that 
night but would think over his bookkeeping so as 
to gam more confidence* In acquaintance with life 
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and thoughtfulness for other people she thought 
Mr. Rix already rich. 

A small figure stopped Edith at her door. 

" Piper? " asked the little boy and thrust back 
his sleeves with a familiar gesture. ^' Globe — 
Telly — JVoild — Joinal — Wall Street Sun? 
Leave a piper for you every night, lady? '* 

" Yes, you may," Edith said, hunting for a coin 
under the lamplight. " But isn't it late for you to 
be out? You start so early in the morning." 

" Gee, lady, — I gotta," the waif answered, with 
a rueful contraction of his thin little face. *' Abey, 
the Kike, steals me corner off me and puts up a 
stand and all I gets is pick-ups. But the Kike 
don't get in no saloons. I gets into every dump 
on the block." His fox-terrier eye caught sight 
of Mr. Rix' tall figure and he made a start to dart 
after him, but Edith laid a gentle hand on his 
shoulder. 

" Tell me," she asked, " where do you sleep? " 

" Sleep? " echoed the boy, amused. " I sleeps 
all oven I ain't got no home, lady. Say! " with 
some interest, " do you know that tall feller? I 
knows him well. Used to deliver him pipers right 
to his house." 

Edith hesitated. Then she put the temptation 
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away, which, she knew, Mr. Rix would have done. 

*' Tell me your name." 

*' Johnny. Johnny Sleepout." 

**Sleepout?" 

" Yeh. Ain't you glad the nights is hot again? 
Some winter nights I can't hardly find a place that's 
warm. Big Mike — sometimes he lets me sleep 
near his stove after he trows de bums out, and I 
gotta good place in a coal yard, and anudder place 
I knows on a grating wot's by a power house. 
And one night last year I sleeps all night in a 
bakery/ Right in dere next to more'n a millyun 
buns!'' 

" Johnny, have you had your supper? " 

" Yeh. I don't want no supper. I don't go 
hungry no more. There's anudder lady — most 
every night when I gets stuck wid pipers she gives 
me money and says, — ' I wants youse to eat.* 
And sometimes she goes wid me and talks to me. 
She's awful good to me 'cuz she gimme shoes an' 
stockin's an' she keeps me money, too. I got 
nearly a dollar now. Some day I'm going to give 
it to de ward boss and get me a stand. But she 
says she's goin' to fix it so's I kin go to school. 
Gee, ladyl How kin she do dat? Me, I'm a 
business feller. Don't she know I gotta sell me 
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pipers? I ain't got no home like other fellers." 

" Perhaps," said Edith slowly, and put her bill 
back in her pocket, ^^ perhaps she's trying to find 
you a home, Johnny." 

The boy shifted his papers from one tired arm 
to the other and considered. 

" Well — it's gotta be a home where she is," he 
said. 

Up in her room, with another small secret 
to go thoughtfully to sleep with, Edith looked 
through the paper, yawning, until a name and a pic- 
ture made her read one article through to the very 
end. Then, with a puzzled frown leveling her 
arched brows, she undressed and slipped into bed. 
Miss Liza had a perfect right to figure in the public 
prints as a prominent suffrage worker if she liked, 
for there was assuredly no one to stop her, but 
why the vicious tirade against Man? And if one, 
contrarily, were fond of little boys, at what age 
should love logically end and this undying hatred 
begin ? Would Miss Liza find a home for Johnny 
Sleepout and then become his frenzied enemy as 
quickly as he turned twenty-one? Or was there 
some other fatal age — she had heard that men 
were but boys grown up. It was too much for 
Edith. Perhaps Mr. Rix would know — he 
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looked as if he knew a great many things. To- 
morrow she would ask him. Then she remem- 
bered that Mr. Rix had paid for her dinner, when 
it ought to have been " Dutch treat." That was 
another matter she would speak to him about. In 
fact, she looked forward rather eagerly to seeing 
him again in a few hours. She wondered if his 
suit had been really new — like his straw hat He 
was very tall — she was glad he wasn't awkward. 
She tried to remember his eyes when he smiled 
and almost succeeded. Then she fell asleep. 
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CHAPTER V 

There may be a few misanthropists, stenogra- 
phically known as " simps," who don't know just 
what to do with themselves on a cloudless summer 
holiday but, of a certainty, they do not live in 
stuffy flats nor work in offices. Long before 
French heels begin to leave determined little marks 
in the asphalt and men put handkerchiefs inside 
their collars the Saturdays and Sundays on our 
office calendars become cryptic with circles and 
underscores from the middle of June to Labor 
Day. Pause in your dictation for but a moment 
to 'phone for your golf clubs, and just so surely 
as you hear the ocean roar when you put a shell 
to your ear, so your letter will come off the ma- 
chine with the reel of the blue sea waves in its 
typing and the snowy blankness of the virgin 
sands where your best sentence was to have been. 

Edith was not long in discovering that Miss 
Lucy Millman and Miss Sadie Greenberg and 
Miss Rhoda Kramer had their summer scheduled 
out to the last bathing day with all the foresight 

94 
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and detail of a Babbitt & Barclay advertising cam- 
paign. Distinctly to her dismay, she saw then 
that she'd left an important matter out of her 
reckoning. Where was she to spend her spare 
time ? In April and May it had been all very well 
to go to a matinee Saturday afternoon and dawdle 
through what was left of Sunday after going to 
church, but now there were no more matinees and 
Sunday loomed up like an arid desert, with only 
the oases of Miss Gerrity and sometimes Mr. Pas- 
coe or Mr. Tapper to support life. When, there- 
fore, Lucy came to her on Friday with a shy in- 
vitation to spend alj day Sunday with them at 
Far Rockaway Edith accepted with a warm rush 
of gratitude that filled Lucy's eyes with happy 
moisture. Little by little, Lucy had formed the 
secret conviction that Edith was a female Haroun 
Al Raschid. Starting out complacently as Edith's 
mentor, she had soon taken her as confidante, 
then accepted her as friendly preceptress in in- 
terior decoration and deportment and then — with 
the perfect simplicity of water finding its own level 
— subsided into unfaltering adoration. But sim- 
ple-hearted Lucy, with her marital paradise in the 
Bronx securely before her orbs of limpid blue, was 
not without her innocently guileful plan as to 



Digitized by 



Google 



96 GO FORTH AND FIND 

Edith. If you had discerned her transparent 
scheme and, shaking off the shackles of ultra re- 
finement, had agreed on Edith's need of compan- 
ionship Lucy would have rolled her eyes and her 
gum and simply stated the world-old truth — 
" Why, sure. Every girl's got to have her fel- 
low." 

" There'll be Charley and Miss Kramer and two 
other men," Lucy said. " We'll meet at the Penn- 
sylvania Station and take the 9.45. Bring your 
bathing suit and your lunch — we'll spend all day 
on the beach." 

Edith knew Charley Robertson. He was a 
short, blonde young man with lost-dog eyes and 
pathetically correct manners who tipped his hat 
with thumb and forefinger with the little finger 
crooked out in front. As Charley lunched on 
apples, denied himself cigarettes and saved his 
money Edith thought Lucy's future was secure. 

Miss Kramer was a puzzle. There was an of- 
fice theory that Miss Kramer was in love with a 
movie actor but Edith thought the woman — for 
she was more of that than a girl — had other 
ideas. Her figure, which was eye filling, was the 
long-lined type that speaks irresistibly for a high 
necked dress and the enduring kind that would al- 



Digitized by 



Google 



GO FORTH AND FIND 97 

ways keep its willowy strength. Her features 
were distinctly handsome. When Miss Kramer 
was incensed — for she owned a temper — her 
eyes flashed and her face grew darkly red. Still, 
Rhoda Kramer was not unpleasant. It was only 
that she seemed to have a repressed, tigerish qual- 
ity in doubtful leash to an inscrutable mind. 
Edith suspected that the woman had an unsatisfied 
ambition that was feeding on her heart. 

Early Sunday morning Lucy called Edith on 
the telephone at Miss Winkler's. 

" Did you borrow that Thermos bottle and get 
a bag for your bathing suit like I told you and buy 
a new waist? All right. Then — one of the fel- 
lows just let me know that he can't go with us," 
she wailed. " That's the way it always happens, 
right at the last minute. I've been 'phoning all 
around and I can't get a single one. They do 
nothing but laugh and say, ' What do you think 
I am, a dope ? ' Say, you must know somebody 
nice by this time. Can't you do a little 'phoning 
and dig a fellow up somewhere? " 

Shamefaced before such a matter-of-fact de- 
mand Edith felt her lack of acquaintance with a 
sudden and genuine acuteness. " Digging up a 
fellow " was a process of which no previous state 
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of life had informed her and yet, she realized, 
was one which she must quickly become proficient 
in if she were not to be known as a " dope." 

But right now, with Lucy waiting at the other 
end, there was no way in which she could learn. 
There is a time for action and a time for thought. 
This morning she'd have to bluff it out. " Never 
mind, Lucy," she made brave answer. " I'll have 
one there," and, with a sudden inspiration, went 
to find Mr. Barth. 

To her surprise and relief, the newspaperman 
accepted gladly and even helped her cut sandwiches 
and fill the Thermos bottle. In an interval, how- 
ever, Edith caught him surreptitiously counting 
over his money behind the pantry door. 

" See here ! This is my treat," she informed 
him quickly, for she'd decided long since that much 
of Barth's discontent came from inability to save.. 
" You musn't spend a single cent." 

" Not at all," he protested, reddening. " If I 
haven't got enough money at my time of life to 
take a girl — " 

Edith put out her hand with a frank gesture of 
companionship and made him take it. " Mr. 
Barth," she said, "you may have a million dol- 
lars -^ that doesn't make any difference, I pro- 
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posed this party and Fm going to pay. You can 
spend all you like on whatever is perfectly unnec- 
essary, but all the legitimate expenses of this luxu- 
rious excursion are mine, including the car fare. 
Now, either that's agreed or we don't go." 

Barth mumbled an indistinct assent but when 
they left the house there was a new expression on 
his face. Something which had been hovering for 
some time between apathy and discouragement 
seemed suddenly hardened into determination. 
He swung the area gate shut behind them with 
crisp decision. 

" I don't know if you're familiar with the news- 
paper business or not," he said, " but I guess you 
know it would make pretty poor training for a 
financier. Fifteen years of it tell me now that 
I've come to the getting-off place on my particular 
line. Very little more of the old game now for 
Alexander Barth. I'm going to make a change." 
And then, as if he regretted intruding his private 
affairs. " Is that fellow Rix going with us to- 
day?" 

Was he? Edith hadn't thought to ask and the 
seemingly curious fact that she didn't know made 
her faintly pink. As they rode up in the car to 
the station she was seriously doubting if the book- 



Digitized by 



Google 



loo GO FORTH AND FIND 

keeper's slender income would allow him even such 
simple outings as this one. Sadie Greenberg had 
finally located his empty pay envelope in a waste 
basket and the figures that followed the dollar sign 
had been 15. She doubted even more that Mr. 
Rix would enjoy the company, for the reasons why 
she would enjoy it would hardly be equally good 
reasons for him. Still, she was troubled by the 
picture that came up in her mind. She could see 
him wandering in solitary fashion through some 
hot, paper-strewn park or sitting through the long 
afternoon on a Riverside Drive bench staring at 
the river and wondering dumbly what hopes the 
future could possibly hold for him. She began 
to feel depressed and at first sight of Lucy in 
the station her unconscious thought slipped from 
her lips. 

"What a shame not to have asked Mr. — " 
Lucy nudged her just in time. 

As the small party streamed up to the ticket 
gate Edith caught Mr. Rix's smile and* saw that 
the man who hadn't come had been Miss Kramer's 
friend. But the darkly handsome girl, who was 
strikingly dressed in black and white with parasol 
to match, seemed in no wise cast down — Edith 
realized that as far as outward appearances went 
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Miss Kramer, to borrow an expression from 
Charley Robertson, was the " class " of the party. 
Her laugh was low and bubbling and her manner 
admirable. The way she used her fine eyes from 
under her big hat and manipulated her long-hand- 
led parasol struck Edith as the result of painstak- 
ing practice. She caught a momentary pose — 
gloved arms straight out with both hands on the 
parasol, chin down, eyes up and a smile of re- 
pressed amusement — and presently, without any 
sense of surprise, found she knew the ruling pas- 
sion of Miss Kramer's life. " The stage," Edith 
said to herself. " She's a born actress. She's 
imitating some one right now and doing it very 
well. / know. M argot Reine, in * Love on the 
Square!'" 

The crowd in front of the gate was growing 
denser and Edith, packed in and unable to move, 
began reading the names on the signs, for some- 
thing to do. ** Oyster Bay " — " Southampton " 
— " Huntington " — " Ronkonkoma " — " Good 
Ground " — the names suddenly brought up recol- 
lections in shoals — the tennis out at Forest Hills, 
the Polo Match, the Vanderbilt Cup, the Aviation 
Meet. She had any number of friends on Long 
Inland but she'd never thought of them before and 



Digitized by 



Google 



102 GO FORTH AND FIND 

a little shiver of fright went through her. All 
around her now, she realized, were people of her 
own sort — slim, jocular young fellows in flannels, 
with club hat-bands, pleasant accents and bags of 
golf clubs — girls with glorious coats of tan and 
reserves of indefinable niceness behind untroubled 
eyes — jaunty old gentlemen with white mustaches 
and boutonnieres, who hoped, egad, it wouldn't be 
too hot — " You know you don't stand the heat, 
my dear " — healthy, jovial, outdoor folk with ten- 
nis rackets, and bags, and dogs. How, if she 
saw only a single person she knew, could she ever 
explain the fact that she was standing there this 
morning in an old blue suit with her lunch in a shoe 
box under her arm? And who were these people 
with her? fVhy wasn't she with Mrs. Warren in 
Japan? 

Precisely at this anguished moment Charley 
Robertson's thick accents reached her ear. " Say, 
Miss Welles, I wanted to slip you some thanks 
for giving Lucy a hand with that furniture." He 
was standing beside her, with his arms full of bath- 
ing suits and lunches, his necktie painfully disar- 
ranged and his collar already wilted. " I couldn't 
never stand for this here blue plush stuff she was 
so stuck on. Mission's what I want, — like you 
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picked out It ain't so swell to look at but it's 
good and strong and if you have to chase all over 
the lot from the Bronx to Canarsie for a home it 
don't turn into kindling wood the first time they 
slam it in the van." 

Charley's grammatical atrocities painted two 
faint spots on Edith's cheeks, but she forgave him 
for his honesty. 

" Tell me how you're getting on," she encour- 
aged, as they went down the steps and got into the 
train. 

" Things are breaking pretty good for Lucy and 
me," Charley answered happily. " Of course, I 
don't have to hold nothing out on you because 
you're in the know. We're figuring now to get 
spliced three weeks from to-day. I get my vaca- 
tion then and I've got four hundred in the bank 
and it looks like a raise about the first of the year. 
But this C. O. D. delivery business ain't any too 
easy, let me state. It looks all right, riding 
around on that wagon, but a fellow's responsible 
for some pretty high priced stuff sometimes and 
there ain't any part of this town that's really safe 
from crooks. Of course, me and me partner al- 
ways works together on the wagon but still there's 
always a chance that something big will get lifted. 
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** And the women in these flats you deliver to 
are certainly something terrible. It seems like as 
soon as they get in a store where other women 
are buying they just go crazy and buy just for 
the looks of things, just to keep up the bluff. 
And when you get the goods to the house, then 
they * haven't got anything but a fifty dollar bill 
and I wouldn't let you take that to get changed, 
young man,' when all the time I'm carrying maybe 
five hundred dollars in stuff and money, and you 
can smell the cabbage on the stove for half a mile. 
Or else * my husband was to be home this after- 
noon with a lot of money from the sale of a piece 
of very valuable property but I think he must 
have been detained,' and right at that minute she 
has little Susie peeking in under all the saloon 
doors on the block to see if she can locate the old 
boy and drag him home before he blows the week's 
envelope for beers. Oh, it's sure a great lifel " 
laughed Charley, " and we all have our troubles. 
I can stand off the crooks and the nuts and all 
the other queer ginks you meet in this town but 
the only thing I'm afraid of is that some fellow 
on the * inside ' will try to do me up some day. 
And if you get on the black list with any of these 
big stores it's no joke to get located again. But," 
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Charley reflected, " that's where I'm a wise guy 
in marrying a working girl. If I fall down and 
break a leg we don't have to hock everything in 
the flat to keep alive, see? Lucy could go out 
and bang the machine till I got on my feet again. 
I don't mean from that that I think women ought 
to have the vote, because politics is a dirty business 
and no women ain't ever going to dean it up, but 
I think a fellow ought to be squarer with a work- 
ing-girl wife than 'most any other kind. Tell me, 
Miss Welles, don't you think Lucy's an awful good 
kid? You know, without my telling you, that 
there's a pretty swift bunch of skirts in this town. 
I'm an upstate boy myself but I've got 'em sized 
up right just the same and you don't get many like 
the Lucy kid. Most of 'em just live for what they 
can get out of the men and they're always whining 
and beefing because they can't have an automobile 
and go to a show once a week and have clothes 
like a burlesque queen. And then there's another 
kind — the queer ones, that you can't ever quite 
size up — like this Kramer girl. They pretty 
near bluff you into thinking they're the real thing, 
when all the time you know and I know that they 
ain't a bit better than the rest of us. But maybe," 
said Charley with a helpless laugh, " maybe they're 
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playing the game the only way they know how. 
A fellow wants to grab all the coin he can and a 
girl wants to catch a rich guy. I guess you can't 
blame 'em much after all." 

Between snatches of conversation and glimpses 
of scenery and attempts to read the Sunday papers 
which the wind always frustrated they passed the 
time light-heartedly, until the salt breeze smote 
them fairly and they had no eyes for anything but 
the ocean coming steadily nearer as the train 
rolled over the trestles across the luscious green 
marshes. 

At the station Miss Kramer, who was with 
Barth, made a distinct moue at the crowded trolley 
car that went down to the beach and the newspaper 
man, to Edith's surprise, promptly signaled an 
automobile and stood at its door in a matter-of- 
fact way waiting for the others to get in. His 
decisive manner suggested a new interest in life 
and a harking back to days of prosperity. * 

** Let's do things right, for once," he said in low 
tones as Edith raised her brows with faint signifi- 
cance. ** Let me discount the future a little. My 
new future," he added with a wisp of a smile. 
Then he turned back to the dark girl. 

And now, gentle reader — if you are truly gen- 
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tie — you will look for the first time upon the 
only phase of our modern civilization which dis- 
tinctly approaches the early Greek. There are 
beaches on our North Atlantic coast where, at a 
cost, lauded privacy may be obtained — where the 
breakers are undoubtedly regulated, the ozone 
Houbigant-scented and the ocean properly cleansed 
— but the true heart that loves the multitude will 
have none of such. For us — the swarming 
sands, the joyously shrieking mob clinging, fly- 
like, to the jouncing life-line, the unabashed lin- 
gerie of wading infants, the brawny, white-hatted 
life guard on his catamaran, the appearing-disap- 
pearing black dot of a man who is always irritat- 
ingly far out beyond the safety zone. Give us the 
gay beach chairs and umbrellas, with their anx- 
iously squinting mammas, the raucous-voiced ven- 
dor of blue glasses, peanuts and salt water taffy, 
the human ant-hiU of tirelessly excavating children, 
ball-playing adults, stick-retrieving canines and 
sportive youths burying their companions — the 
Sutherland Sisters parading their tresses, the fat 
men discovered asleep under our stumbling feet, 
with puffy faces upturned in unblinking serenity, 
the lovers whispering side by side under the com- 
plete protection of half a newspaper. Give us — 
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we insist — the mild excitement of discovering un- 
expected eccentricities or beauties in the figures of 
friends whohi we have, truly, never known before, 
the privilege of gleefully marking down bathing 
suits that are too scant or too bright, of acquiring 
a new interest in the human form divine, of frankly 
admiring a pretty le — There ! We knew we'd 
do it. And yet the Greek in us is only half ap- 
peased. Something tells us we had better dodge 
the Beach Policeman. 

Edith wondered why she'd ever thought Mr. 
Rix thin. The bathing suit she'd seen him 
thoughtfully hiring at a little window for twenty 
cents was not a remarkable fit but it revealed a 
non-consumptive chest and a sinewyness of limb 
that were by no means unpleasant. As she went 
down to the water with him the bookkeeper looked 
as if he might be possessed of a tough muscled 
strength that many a heavier man would not have 
scorned. Behind them came Charley Robertson 
with an interesting expose of freckles and Lucy in 
a trim outfit that Bailey's Beach might have en- 
vied. Loitering self-consciously in the rear, the 
newspaper man waited for Miss Kramer and si- 
lently cursed his lyiobby knees and an unfortunate 
suit Presently the dark girl appeared. 
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Even if Miss Kramer had committed the vul- 
garism of wearing her high heeled slippers down 
to the beach the more to accentuate the grace of 
some of her possessions Edith felt that she would 
have forgiven the girl, so exquisite were her lines. 
Her suit, which was blue taffeta, both stylish and 
modest, was of no avail in hiding a figure that 
could not be hidden. Edith looking back, unwill- 
ingly waited for some exhibition of beauty parad- 
ing itself far from the water, but all she saw was 
the dark girl walking straight down to the waves 
without waiting for Barth and with a strong glow 
of pleasure in her fine eyes. With a smile for 
Edith and Mr. Rix, she passed them by and struck 
out for deep water with the smooth, effortless 
stroke that proves the practiced swimmer. 

" She's very good at it," Mr. Rix remarked ju- 
dicially. " See her ' trudgeon.' But it isn't hard, 
you know. Want to learn? I'll teach you in a 
minute." 

" Thank you exceedingly, Mr. Rix. I know 
already. Just to prove it, I'll race you to the life 
line." 

He was off in an instant and thereby gained a 
two-foot lead which he soon lost because he 
laughed and swallowed most of a wave. When 
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they reached the line Edith was the first and the 
stronger. 

"Women are so deceptive nowadays," he re- 
marked with a fine despair. "Why didn*t you 
tell me you were a professional? " 

"And have you refuse to race me? No, sirl 
Even if Fm to be sorrowed by beating you I in- 
sist on your showing some bravery." 

" Alas," he said, with a soberness which might 
have been real, " Tm afraid I haven't much. It 
must be wonderful to be professionally brave. 
If I could be that life-guard now I think I'd be 
perfectly happy. Just think what it means — 
never a doubt as to your ability, or your courage, 
or knowing just what you'll do in the moment of 
periL" 

" I've heard it said that courage was a matter 
of imagination," Edith said, as they waded along 
the beach. "The life-guard looks to me as if 
that had been left out of his composition." 

"Then you think his bravery isn't to his 
credit? " he asked with twinkling eyes. 

" I think the fine-natured man who has a keen 
appreciation of the risks but who conquers his im- 
agination is the braver one," was the firm an- 
swer. 
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" But the risks are the same in each case," he 
objected. " Why give your fine-natured man so 
much credit when all he does is to set something 
up and knock it down again? " 

" The risks aren't the same until my man has 
got over his fright," Edith retorted. " The life- 
guard probably puts them clean out of his mind — 
while the other man multiplies them and keeps 
them. Therefore, for him, they're greater." 

** I wish I could think so," he sighed, so lugu- 
briously that she couldn't tell if he were in earnest 
or not. " I can only see that the public, looking 
on, wouldn't ever discriminate. But, by your line 
of reasoning, the average woman would be braver 
than the average man." 

" Because her fiber is finer? " 

" Certainly." 

" But it isn't," refuted Edith. " Men are more 
sensitive than women — far more sensitive to 
pain and a great deal quicker minded. I know 
they have more fertile imaginations." 

" I say! " remarked Rix, in mild astonishment, 
as they found seats on the sand near their sweat- 
ers and lunch, ** you'd better not let the yellow 
flaggers hear you. You're rankly heretical." 

" I never thought of them at all," Edith 
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laughed. " There ! You see I'm a person of no 
imagination." 

" Perhaps not," he said, " but you've given me 
a new line of thought and you've furnished a de- 
nial of your own claims. Let me ask your advice 
about something in women's motives. Suppose — 
suppose I were writing a story — " 

" Oh ! Then you arel^ Edith exclaimed — 
and could have bitten her tongue off. 

" I — I — " Poor Mr. Rix flamed and flound- 
ered. Then he looked up with a sobered, shame- 
faced air. ** Yes — or a play. But it's a poor 
business for a man," he added forlornly. 

" I can't agree with you," said Edith, whose 
principal occupation to-day seemed to be to dis- 
agree with people. " If you've something vital or 
interesting to tell the world you must certainly tell 
it. Be brave, Mr. Rix. Be brave.'* 

The grave-faced bookkeeper, in his flimsy, hired 
suit, squinted out to sea and the girl could see he 
was affected. 

** It's good of you to look at it that way," he 
said in low tones. ** I didn't want people — that 
is, our office friends, to know. You see, those 
things are so often misunderstood — when a 
man's in business it seems such a futile thing to 
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spend his time on. There he is, surrounded every 
hour of his day by real, living, breathing drama, 
so why on earth should he be vainly imagining the 
troubles of a lot of unreal people in a set of ex- 
travagant situations? " 

" To make people think or to amuse them, of 
course," was the reply. ** You say life's a play, 
and so, if you divert them, the only difference be- 
tween you and them is that you've played your 
part well." 

" You help a lot," David Rix said after a mo- 
ment, with lips compressed. " I was growing 
ashamed of it. And yet I ought not, because I 
want to succeed — for a very definite reason." 

It wasn't hard for the girl to guess what he 
meant. Mr. Rix's play was probably his only 
hope. As long as he felt as he did about his 
business instincts, and she suspected that he knew 
well how vague they were, he wouldn't ever make 
more than a bare living at his present occupation. 
On the other hand, he seemed to have discovered 
a talent which held out some possibilities for escape 
from the trap. So while he drudged away at his 
daily stint he was saving as much as he could of his 
strength for the nightly battle with his pencil 
which might yet bring him some small success. 
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" It must take a great deal of courage to work 
at night after other people's day is done," the girl 
said. " I think, Mr. Rix, that there is more than 
one kind of bravery in this world. You compared 
yourself with the catamaran man a few moments 
ago and yet you're performing a feat of strength 
every twenty-four hours that he'd probably recoil 
from. You must learn to be fair to yourself, Mr. 
Rix." 

" I knew you'd say that, or something like it," 
he replied, with swift appreciation lighting up his 
eyes. " But, as a matter of fact, my play is practi- 
cally finished — I've only to write the last few 
pages. The easy part of it — which is the actual 
work — is apparently all done. The agony of 
waiting, or rather the pain of proving it, has yet 
to begin. I sometimes think I'd rather do the 
work twice over than sit waiting for a decision. 
I'll have it finished in another week unless I strike 
a snag. Then it will have to be typed and re- 
vised. And then," he said with a wan smile, 
" then my venturesome little bark will set sail upon 
the angry seas." 

Edith found herself hoping with all her might 
that this particular ship would come straight into 
a friendly port. Looking up, she saw the other 
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members of the party in the near distance. " Will 
you tell me about it before you send it off? '* she 
asked, hurriedly. There were all too many rea- 
sons for refusing a play which had no bearing on 
its merits and Mr. Rix must not become discour- 
aged. Then she regretted her question, for it 
must seem as if she were wishing to pass on it. 

" I will — because you can help me," he an- 
swered. 

"Well — peepull " remarked Charley Robert- 
son, cheerily, as he drew nigh, " my little clock 
inside tells me it's about time to eat. Let's dig 
into the lunch and see what all we forgot to bring. 
Miss Millman, will you have the politeness to 
chase the olives out of this bottle while I set the 
table?" 

Coming back from her long swim. Miss Kramer 
found Barth skipping shells on the edge of the 
water, as a deceptive diversion, while he kept a 
keen eye on her crimson cap, and the two came 
up with loud protestations of hunger, the news- 
paper man in unusual spirits and full of small talk. 

" In my reincarnation I've decided to be a fish," 
Barth announced, with a gleam at Miss Kramer. 
" Trudgeon or gudgeon, I don't care much which." 

" Don't be a porgy," advised Lucy, ^* The 
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* Globe ' fishing boat will get you and you'll sell 
for six cents a pound all up and down Second 
Avenue." 

"Not if I wear this bathing suit,'* Barth 
grinned. " I'd be stuSed and placed in the Smith- 
sonian Institute as a curiosity. I say, Rixl 
Don't you think it's all wrong for the women to 
be better at these games than the men? Time 
was when the girls served the lunch and the youths 
did the athletic stunts, but nowadays it's com- 
pletely reversed. Kindly observe me opening this 
can of tongue without a murmur. Still, men are 
growing very deft at these things — " He 
wrestled with the jcan opener and finally punched 
a jagged hole in the top. Whereupon the can 
hopped blithely out of his hand and fell upside 
down in the sand, in the midst of a great outcry. 
Seeking to recover it, he promptly upset his shoe- 
box cover table containing his sandwich and pickle 
and fell helplessly forward on all fours across 
Charley Robertson, who choked himself apoplec- 
tic and had to be thumped on the back. 

" The only way you can make good, Barth, is to 
go get all hands some ginger pop," advised Rix. 
" I'll have two straws in mine, if you please." 
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" It*s all wrong to drink during meals," Barth 
objected, having succeeded in making Miss Kramer 
laugh consumedly. ^^ You'll lose your shape, Kid 
— you'll lose your shape." 

They ate to repletion, with their conversation 
gradually dying away to occasional gusty sighs, 
and then languidly dug holes in the sand and 
buried the remains. After which the men 
stretched out and smoked and Lucy and Rhoda 
Kramer talked in a desultory fashion about bath- 
ing suits and hats and the coming fall styles and 
marriage. 

Edith felt absurdly happy. There was wonder- 
ful intoxication in the knowledge that she, the 
millionairess, was unknown, unidentified and un- 
classified up and down the whole length of that 
proletariat-thronged beach. As far as those 
around her were concerned she knew she was only 
Miss Welles, a fellow worker for her bread and 
butter and a little of the healthy fun of life — who 
might tarry with them for a year or so but who 
would probably flutter away before long and marry 
just as they themselves expected to do. While 
to any fat mamma in a beach chair she was happily 
even less — simply another blond young person 
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among ten thousand. Yet the glorious personal 
freedom was not half so pleasing as the delicious 
realization that she was coming closer, ever closer 
to the heart of life. Around her, accents, ges- 
tures, clothes and opinions ranged the city's gamut 
from First Avenue to Fifth and Edith was finding 
good in all of it. Behind her a worried looking 
Jew and his plump spouse in beach chairs talked 
over a business deal and she caught the shrewd 
wifely advice and husband's loving dependence. 
Nearby, two lonely young men cast sheep's eyes at 
two lonely young maidens who, giggling and nudg- 
ing, presently accepted ginger pop and sandwiches 
and were forthwith much happier. Beside her on 
the sand, Barth, talking straight-punching man- 
talk to Rix, smashed political idols right and left 
and gave her knowledge which seemed almost 
criminal. Even Charley Robertson, for all his 
clipped accents and atrocious grammar, became 
simply a good, kind-hearted, freckled country boy 
who would always run straight and be good to 
Lucy. 

That young person, when Edith caught the 
drift of the conversation, was earnestly discussing 
matrimony with Miss Kramer, whose views sur- 
prised Edith quite as much as they did Lucy. 
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'* I don't think a girl ought to refuse a man 
simply because he hasn't much money," Edith 
heard the daric girl say smoothly. ** She hasn't 
any right to think that he won't ever do any better 
and if she can't stand a little hard times for his 
sake I don't think she's much good. Of course, 
I don't mean a man who's old or has bad habits. 
I mean a young man who naturally would have a 
future before him. If I loved a poor man there 
isn't anything I wouldn't do to help him." 
Rhoda Kramer spoke her mind with such careful 
enunciation that both Barth and Rix came into 
the conversation and Edith saw a faint gleam in 
the dark girl's eyes. Rather to her Astonishment, 
Edith found a still small voice inside her saying 
instinctively: "Why, she doesn't mean a single 
word of it. She's saying that simply for some- 
one's benefit." And then, little by little, she be- 
came aware that that some one was her friend, the 
poor bookkeeper. 

Now, there are so many and such varying ways 
of reaching the masculine heart that not even a 
woman could catalog them all, still less the errant 
recorder. Some must be laid siege to and others 
drawn into pursuit — some appealed to — some 
flouted, all according to the nature of the beast 
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and the arts at hand. But there is nothing quite 
like interest and intelligent sympathy. Edith saw 
the reason now for Rhoda Kramer's low-voiced 
soberness when she conversed with Mr. Rix, why 
she gently hung on his words, why she frequently 
only smiled appreciatively and let her dark eyes 
soften on him. Rhoda Kramer was playing the 
lady for Mr. Rix and was doing it very well. But 
she was also subtly enveloping him in a sweet 
scented mist of flattery which would presently lay 
him helpless. And yet, Edith, being utterly con- 
vinced that it was all a piece of acting, down even 
to the opinion on marriage, couldn't see why she 
was doing it. 

Promptly Mr. Barth, who couldn't keep out of 
an argument if he tried, sat up in his distressing 
bathing suit which, having dried out to Happiness, 
looked worse than ever, and took up the cudgels 
for the female fortune hunter. Edith thought 
she saw a glint of wariness and wholesome respect 
come into the other woman's eyes. 

" You're all wrong " Barth said, with his alarm- 
ing directness which ought to have offended but, 
somehow, didn't. " The man who can't support 
a woman in the way she's accustomed to hasn't any 
business proposing to her. If he hasn't made 
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enough money by the time he's thirty to let him 
marry in his own class he never will make it. If 
he's a decent fellow then he won't go 'round try- 
ing to make women sorry for him. He won't 
drag a woman along with him into poverty just 
because he's got a kid-gloved soul and a college 
education that insists on refined companionship. 
Life's a rough, hard game, let me state, and the 
fellow that can't get on will just have to take 
what's left over after the good scrappers pick out 
the best." 

Edith was perfectly aware that Barth was lash- 
ing himself just as furiously as he belabored his 
imaginary " mollycoddle " and she tried to soften 
him. 

" But that doesn't mean that the woman should 
deliberately go out and hunt for the biggest 
fortune she can find? " 

" No," agreed Barth, easing up a little, " but 
woman's position as to obtaining a roof and bread 
and butter is so utterly different from man's that 
she's entitled to the benefit of every doubt. What 
I'm really arguing is — a man ought to be a man 
through and through. The one thing a man has 
to do in this life is to make money. If he fails, 
there isn't any excuse for him." 
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" Right 1" said Mr. Rix suddenly, rising up 
from the sand like an elongated jack-in-box and 
then flopping face down again. 

Even Miss Kramer laughed. 

"Well — how about another, swim?" she 
asked of the company, and then, gently, " Coming 
in, Mr. Rix?" 

Edith found herself alone on the sand with Mr. 
Barth. 

" For all I said, I'm glad to know there's one 
girl who would marry a poor nian," the news- 
paper man said in low tones, as Charley and Lucy 
went off hand in hand to look for a clock, and the 
tall bookkeeper and his graceful companion went 
down to the waves together. " Dog-gone it, 
though, I wish she'd kept her promise to teach me 
how to swim. I just can't stand being beaten by 
a woman. I think," he said, " I frankly think 
that there goes a peach. Did you see her flame 
with rage when I contradicted her? And yet she 
didn't peep. Do you think. Miss Welles, that 
she'd come out here with just me, sometime? " 

" Ask her, Mr. Barth," said Edith promptly. 
"And let me tell you a secret. Don't imagine 
too many difficulties where women are concerned." 

"I only keep thinking about myself," Barth 
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answered. ** Me — and my litde dollar fifty- 
seven." 

The afternoon waned, the light softened, the 
sea turned to lavender and still no one wanted to 
go. But at last the specter of a crowded train 
and a seatless ride back to town loomed up and 
they hurried away to their bath houses to dress. 
As it was, only four out of the six found seats 
and Edith and Mr. Rix, separated from the 
others, were still wandering through the cars and 
hoping against fact when the train reached 
Edgemere. 

Now, Edith had never laid claim to the faculty 
of premonition and yet there was something in the 
name of the station, with its hazy recollections, 
as the brakeman called it out, or else in the accent 
of a voice heard outside the train, or a glimpse 
of a costume, which started up a train of thought 
in her mind and told her, suddenly, that here at 
Edgemere some one whom she knew would get on 
the train and recognize her. As a matter of fact, 
the train had not yet come to a standstill, and yet, 
curiously enough, she could feel the certainty of 
the coming detection creeping over her with thtf 
implacability of paralysis — drawing the color 
from her lips and halting her breath, settling 
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down on her with a feeling of suffocation. So op- 
pressive did this feeling become that she could not 
center her mind on what her companion was say- 
ing. His lips were moving and she heard sounds 
but they were unintelligible. Before long Mr. 
Rix's smile faded. He looked puzzled, then dis- 
concerted, then hurt. After that he looked away. 
Edith did not miss a fraction of the look, but she 
was as helpless to prevent it as if she were in the 
clutch of some numbing night-mare. Something 
was telliiig her that no matter how short the time 
she would need in which to answer and set things 
right, the person who was about to come aboard 
the train would do so in a still shorter space. 
And even as the premonition came to her it turned 
into fact. Young Porter Harrison from Phila- 
delphia, who had been a dinner guest on the night 
of the last Assembly, swung himself up on the rear 
platform of the front car and took a step inside. 
Then, seeing it was crowded, he faced briskly 
about and made for the car behind, in whose door- 
way Edith was standing. 

When she came to study it over later, as she did 
many times within the next few days, she imder- 
stood that she must have acted with desperate 
quickness. Once more something gave her warn- 
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ing and she knew instinctively that Porter wouldn't 
find a seat in the head car but would turn back. 
And so, while he hesitated after his first step in- 
side the other car, Edith turned and walked rap- 
idly back through the train. 

On her way, she found herself trying to keep her 
face expressionless, for she did not want to look 
hunted. In this much, at least, she succeeded, for 
when she passed Lucy and Charley sitting together 
and, farther on, Miss Kramer and Barth, she saw 
they suspected nothing more than a dual search for 
a quiet comer. As she went, she could feel some 
one's steps in the aisle behind her and hoped it 
was Rix, although she couldn't afford to look 
around. She could only hunt anxiously for a va- 
cant seat in hopes, if the man behind her were 
Porter, he would see it and sit down. But there 
was no seat and not until Edith reached the last 
car in the train did the steps seem to falter. Se- 
cure on the rear platform, she dared at last to 
flash a backward look over her shoulder. Porter 
was nowhere in sight. But, passing back to the 
front of the car, she saw the bookkeeper's tall 
form. He was swaying a little from side to side 
with the motion of the train and walking in a list- 
less, uncertain way as if he hardly knew where he 
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was going or why. And then, in a flash, Edith 
saw what she had done. 

For one anguished moment she was on the point 
of rushing after him. Then she realized that she 
didn't know where the man from Philadelphia was 
sitting and the risk seemed too great Soon she 
saw Mr. Rix stop near a car door and find a frag- 
ment of a seat. Counting back, she knew that the 
others of their party were in the car ahead of him 
and saw why he had stopped there. He had 
thought it best for her sake not to go back to them 
alone. 

Two very clear thoughts came to the girl in the 
next half hour while she stood at the rear door 
staring out on the flying fields. The first was the 
impossibility of ever explaining her flight if he as 
much as suspected connection between it and the 
unmistakably fashionable gentleman who had hap- 
pened on just then. There would be but a single 
construction to put on it and because Mr. Rix was 
what he was she knew how simply he would apply 
it. And yet it would be out of the question to dis- 
close her identity even if there were no other way 
of showing that she was not ashamed of him be- 
fore old friends. 

The second thought was the remembrance of 
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Miss Kramer's shrewdly timed views on matri- 
mony. And, for some unaccountable reason, the 
second thought gave her quite as much to occupy 
her mind as the first. She knew, intuitively, what 
Rhoda Kramer would do if she learned that Edith 
and Rix had not sat together on the way back to 
town and she suddenly felt twice grateful to him 
for not going back. In fact, this knowledge and 
the rapidly forming conviction that an attachment 
between the dark girl and Mr. Rix would be a 
disaster for the latter led her to risk a walk for- 
ward when the train came into the station. When 
he got up from his seat with a rather blind look 
around, Edith was standing at his elbow. She 
felt his eyes flash over her and heard him catch 
his breath* Before she could speak — 

" It makes a long day, doesn't it? " he smiled, 
as if he were assuming a good reason for her 
flight. " I don't wonder people like to get away 
from each other for a little while. And now 
we're all ready to fight the city for ano^er 
weekl" 

The girl was not deceived. He knew — but 
he wouldn't say he knew. And the mortal hurt 
was there in his eyes. She could hardly stand it. 

" Mr. Rix," she said, sunmioning all her brav- 
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cry, for underneath that genial manner she knew 
there was now a freezing shield of hard, white 
ice, " Fm told that on the other side of the river 
beyond Fort Lee there's an interesting little res- 
taurant right on the brink of the Palisades — and 
a wonderful view. Will you — will you take me 
there some day, Mr. Rix — and tell me about 
your play? " 

"I?'V 

He seemed so astounded as to be almost fright- 
ened. And then the girl knew that in the half 
hour he had sat alone the poor fellow had seen 
his self-respect drawing an inexorable line through 
her name as a friend and trying, pathetically, to 
recast the acquaintance. 

She held out her hand to him, for she could not 
openly ask forgiveness. 

" I think you wanted to learn something about 
women's motives," she said, with sweet, steady 
eyes that searched valiantly for trust in his lean 
face — and found it. " I'll tell you all I know, 
Mr. Rix. But they're unfathomable." 
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Not quite forty-eight hours after Charley 
Robertson had expressed belief in his ability to 
stand off any kind of a crook except an ** insider '' 
he was sitting on the extreme edge of a chair' in 
the Manager's office with his freckled face wet 
with perspiration, 

" Three hundred and twenty-six dollars," said 
the Manager, without removing his gimlet eyes 
from Charley's. " That's a whole lot of money, 
Robertson. Give me the circumstances again 
without omitting a single thing. Go over your 
whole day, from the time you left on your second 
trip uptown. Then tell me exactly who was at 
the delivery door when you came in. Or, never 
mind. I can get that from McCarthy. Just 
where was this box you say you laid your bag down 
on — What kind of a box was it — who was near 
it?" 

And so on and on, over and over, until the scene 
with its setting and actors and Charley's every 
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movement from the time he got down from the 
wagon with the wallet In his hand till he came back 
to the box in the entrance where he'd put it for a 
moment was graven on the Manager's mind. 
Other men were sent for and questioned, while 
Charley stepped out, and the whole detective 
machinery of the big store was called into play, 
but when the boy was sent for again he couldn't 
see from the Manager's face that any progress 
had been made. He sat there waiting, silently. 

The Manager gave him a last penetrating, 
estimating look, then dropped his pencil back on 
his desk with a clatter and rocked back in his chair. 
" Well," he summarized, '' that sum of money is 
apparently gone beyond recall. As to your re- 
paying it, I'm not going to ask that because your 
bond will cover it and it wouldn't do you a particle 
of good to make any effort to refund. But — 
that's the last of you with us, Robertson. I re- 
gret very much to have to tell you — " 

What was he going to say? 

" That I — don't — understand — it." 

The boy started back in his chair as if a death 
current had been shot through him. His face 
grew ghastly and he quivered from head to foot. 

" Why — why, Mr. Clark, I was — was going 
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to get m^-mZ'tnarried in a couple of weeks 1 A 
fellow wouldn't hardly — " 

" Perhaps not, Robertson, but this store has an 
iron-clad rule for that sort of carelessness and it 
proposes to stand by it. If this matter clears up 
satisfactorily when the bonding people put their 
men on it there may be a chance — I say, a chance 
for your reinstatement, but from this distance it 
looks pretty small. That is all I have to say." 

Pompeii was destroyed in an afternoon — St. 
Pierre in an hour — Messina in a few minutes. 
The happy home of Mr. and Mrs. Charles Rob- 
ertson was totally wrecked in something less than 
ten seconds. All that the dazed boy could think 
of as he stumbled down to the basement and 
changed into his street clothes was that they 
" didn't understand." 

All the way across town the words kept stinging, 
beating, biting through his brain. It wasn't that 
he'd lost the money, though he'd been admittedly 
careless, but that they couldn't see how he lost it. 

He walked in a nightmare across to Fourth 
Avenue and went up in an elevator. When Edith 
noticed him standing, stricken, by the office railing, 
making voiceless gestures at her, he looked as if 
the world had come to an end. 
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" Oh, Miss Welles," he cried out in agony, as 
she took him swiftly outside in the empty corridor, 
" some fellow * crooked ' me over at Bingle's — 
and they think / did it I What ever can I say to 
Lucy?" 

Edith caught a quick breath. 

" Well, nobody else thinks you did it, Charley 
— no matter what it was. Let me tell Lucy, if 
she has to be told. Wait for me a moment." 

A word or two with Mr. Babbitt and a nod, 
for it was nearly closing time, and Edith put on 
her hat. As she went out into the corridor again 
she thought Mr. Rix, looking towards the door, 
must have caught the strange look on Charley's 
face, for he started visibly. 

On a bench down in Madison Square the story 
was unfolded. Edith kept her mind off the pathos 
of the little fiat in the Bronx and tried to do some 
straight thinking. Her first thought she almost 
instantly dismissed, or at least laid it by for use 
only in extremities. A tour de force by way of 
her checkbook had best be postponed. Life — 
real life — was showing her other ways. 

" What you want, Charley, is reinstatement," 
she said. " Nothing short of that will ever do. 
And the way to get that is to find who stole the 
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money. As far as I can see, that's something 
you'll have to work out by yourself. Do bonding 
companies ever catch anybody?" 

" They won't ever catch this guy," Charley said, 
with a gulp. "He wasn't a man — he was a 
shadow." 

" A shadow," echoed the girl. And then, grad- 
ually, her thought came to her. "Well, then, 
Charley — you've got to be another shadow. Do 
you know the names of all the men who were in 
the entrance when you came in? " 

He did — all but two, who were probably loaf- 
ers, and he thought he might find a way of learn- 
ing these. 

" Then here's your only chance, it seems to 
me," the girl said, thoughtfully. " Stealing three 
hundred dollars means spending three hundred. 
You'll simply have to take each one of those men, 
from the highest to the lowest, and study him with- 
out his knowing you're doing it You'll have to 
learn where he lives and how he used to live and 
how he's living now. After you've proved to 
yourself that he isn't spending an unusual amount 
of money, and couldn't have done it, you'll have to 
switch to the next likeliest and so on until you catch 
the thief. And I want you to j)romise to come and 
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tell me every day how you're getting on. If this 
scheme doesn't work," said Edith, " I know one 
that will/' 

" Right," said Charley, heavily. " There's a 
couple of guys I know that I'll start in on first 
thing to-morrow morning. And believe me, I'll 
stay with 'em till the cows come home. But," he 
went on mournfully, " I dunno what we're going 
to do about the flat. We wanted it so bad that 
I gave the fellow five dollars yesterday and said 
I'd be up to sign the lease on Saturday so's I 
wouldn't lose it. And now I got to go tell him 
the deal's off, and he'll be sore, and give it away 
to the first party that comes along. And we 
worked the same gag on our furniture. Every- 
thing we picked out we paid something on, and 
had 'em hold it for us, because we wanted to have 
it all up there at least a week ahead of time so's 
we could start right in. Why — Lucy was going 
to get it stocked up next week with groceries, even 
— and her old mother was coming up to clean out 
and hang curtains and all that. Well," he sighed, 
" I guess, there ain't nothing for it but to get right 
on the job in the morning and shadow those fel- 
lows. Gee 1 I feel so bad I don't hardly know 
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what to da with myself to-night If I go up to 
Lucy's she'll just cry her eyes out and maybe she 
wouldn't ever want to see me again. If it wasn't 
for you I'd camp out right on this bench and sit 
here all night with the bums — I don't feel like 
I could face 'em back to the boarding house. And 
J^ucyl Say, I think this'll just about break her 
heart. Mel* the boy said, with abysmal disgust, 
while hot tears of mortification welled up in his 
eyes, ^^ me^ the wise guy, — getting tnmmedl 
Me, the fellow that was going to look after her 
like a bull-dog and always have a quarter in me 
jeans for the meter — me — to get stung by a 
couple of sneaks and have to go tell that good kid 
it's all off till I get another job — " His face 
worked pitifully and his voice broke. " Say, I 
wouldn't care so much if they hadn't said what 
they did. It was just as if I hadn't ever done any- 
thing for 'em — or hadn't been right on the job 
every day without a miss for more than four years. 
But that's the way it goes in this town. It don't 
pay to be honest — it don't pay." 

He got up from his seat. " Well, I don't want 
to stick around wearing you out with my troubles, 
Miss Welles, — I'll go along now. You break it 
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kind of easy to the kid and I'll come around in a 
couple of days and let you know what I've found. 
So long." 

He tipped his hat in his best manner and walked 
away across the Square with a squaring of his 
shoulders and a pathetic attempt at briskness, but 
the anguish in his mind broke this down after a few 
steps and turned it into a slow, listless walk that 
seemed to be quite without destination. Edith's 
eyes followed the boy's slowly wandering figure 
till it passed out of sight, and they were bright with 
tears. When she looked up from her handker- 
chief Mr. Rix was standing not far off. 

"Please don't think I'm dogging your foot- 
steps," he said with his grave smile. " Only — 
I saw that something had happened to Robertson 
and I took this chance of finding you. I wonder 
if there's anything I can do." The honest sym- 
pathy in his face was the kind that offers help in 
place of tears. 

So the story of the three hundred and twenty- 
six dollars that had disappeared, taking with them 
a job and a home and one perfectly good reputa- 
tion, was told to Mr. Rix as Charley had told it to 
her. 

" Your advice was just right," he said, after a 
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thoughtful moment. " But he's got a task ahead 
of him. We'll have to see that he doesn't worry 
himself sick. It seems to me, too, as If he'd had 
pretty harsh treatment. What Is the store man- 
ager's name ? " 

" Clark, I think," Edith replied, and, for some 
reason, thought once more how easy It would be 
for her to settle the whole affair. " I suppose he 
Is only doing to that poor boy what the people 
higher up would do to him, but It seems as If the 
machine ought to have a heart somewhere." 

" It has," he said, "but It Isn't big enough to be 
your kind." 

For the next five days, of which three were cold 
and rainy with a storm which apparently came up 
out of the bottom of the sea, Charley was at his 
new task from morn till night. Late every after- 
noon he came down to Tenth Street and gave 
Edith a recital of the day and then left hurriedly 
so as to do his shadowing at a time when he could 
watch most profitably. After a few accounts of 
his vigils, which ranged all over the city and ex- 
tended, without exception, until after midnight 
Edith began to feel he was overdoing it. A dis- 
tressing lack of clews didn't Improve matters, and 
she saw that his continued failure, and the dis- 
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grace of having to leave the store under a cloud, 
were daily growing heavier on his mind. Seem- 
ingly, he couldn't think of anything else and, al- 
though the last time he put in an appearance he 
was worn out from worry and late hours, he 
gloomily put off her suggestion that he take better 
care of himself. 

** I've just got to keep going, Miss Welles," he 
said, doggedly. " If I don't get it cleaned up this 
week or next it'll never happen. I've just got to 
plug at it night and day." His color was high 
and he was very nervous. " Lucy says we might 
just as well get married anyway because we've 
got enough to go on till I get a job somewheres, 
and that's just like the good kid she is, but still 
she don't quite understand. What I'm after is 
reinstatement." He went shortly after that, 
hurrying off in the rain without any umbrella or 
rain-coat to spend most of the night in a smoky, 
beer-soaked pool parlor over in Williamsburg, 
where he thought he'd have a chance to watch a 
man. 

For three days after that Charley didn't appear 
and Edith grew worried. Greatly to her surprise, 
Lucy hadn't heard from him either, even by tele- 
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phone, and after consultation the young girl went 
after hours that night to ask about him at his 
boarding house. About half past seven Edith was 
called on the telephone. 

" Charley isn't here," Lucy's voice said. " The 
boarding house lady says he's been awful sick, and 
she put him in bed, and then a man came to-night 
and took him away in a taxi-cab to the New York 
Hospital over on West 15th Street. I'm going 
over there right away and then I'll come to your 
place." An hour later Lucy was up in Edith's 
room. 

" I've seen him," she announced excitedly, " and 
he's got a bad fever and he's out of his head. The 
doctor says he was just all in from worry and 
overwork and being out in the rain. They've got 
him over there in a little private room, with a 
separate nurse, and as soon as he's well enough in 
a couple of days I can go over and talk to him. 
And who do you suppose found out he was sick 
and went and took him there?" Lucy almost 
shouted. *^ Mr. Rix — of all people. I never 
heard such a thing in all my life ! " 

Edith was dumf ounded. 

** But how did he know he was sick?" Lucy 
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went on breathlessly, " and how did he find out 
where Charley lived? Why didn't he say some- 
thing about it? Isn't it queer? '^ 

It was queer. And yet the real significance of 
what Mr. Rix had done didn't strike Edith till 
afterwards. Perhaps he'd had the money in his 
pocket to pay for the taxi-cab, but was he, himself, 
going to pay for the private room and the nurse ? 
Or had he concluded that Charley would see the 
advisability of it? Somehow, she doubted that 
Rix would saddle Charley with such expense with- 
out consulting him and yet she couldn't see how 
else it could be met. 

Morning came, but with it also came a great 
batch of night-work " copy " from Mr. Hamill, 
and Edith was too furiously busy to do more than 
note that the silent bookkeeper was, as usual, at 
his post. The " Egg-Nuts " people had decided 
that the last campaign hadn't produced sufficient 
results and the Babbitt & Barclay brains were 
working overtime on a new plan and a brand new 
line of argument. Something, too, was out of tunc 
in the musical world for there was a long letter 
from Mendelssohn which Mr. Barclay kept carry- 
ing around in his hand and putting down in places 
which he promptly forgot so that all hands had to 
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turn to every few minutes and hunt for the letter 
as a matter of great importance. 

At lunch time, however, she caught Mr. Rix go- 
ing down in the elevator. As she stepped in she 
smiled with remembrance that no one had yet dis- 
covered where he ate his lunch. Mr. Rix was in 
a fair way to become a mystery. 

" Why didn't you take'me with you in your jour- 
ney Into Samaria last evening, Mr. Rix?" she 
asked directly, and then colored faintly for that 
wasn't quite the way she'd meant to ask it. 

" Oh, — Robertson — you mean ? Why — er 
— you see — er — there wasn't much time, that 
was it," he said diffidently, as if embarrassed at 
being found out. " You see, when I knew he was 
sick I thought, of course, that some one had better 
look him up. And when I got there I saw right 
away that he'd get better much faster elsewhere. 
So, you see, I slipped him right off to the Hospital. 
I happen to know one of the doctors over there," 
he added. Then he smiled happily, as if he hap- 
pened to think that that explained everything. 

" I didn't know you knew his address^" Edith 
said, probing past the " you sees." 

" Oh, yes," said Mr. Rix, but didn't say how he 
knew. For once he looked as if he wanted to 
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hurry away, although, Edith conjectured, he might 
have been only sorrowfully eager for lunch. As 
they parted, Miss Kramer came out of the build- 
ing and crossed over Fourth Avenue. Something 
in the girl's manner made Edith think that the fair 
Rhoda wasn't in quite as much of a hurry as she 
seemed, and when Edith had gone a little way she 
looked back. Mr. Rix was well down the street, 
bowling along with a long stride and looking 
neither to right nor left. The dark girl was on 
the other side going rapidly in the same direction. 
When Rix turned a corner and disappeared Miss 
Kramer crossed over and passed out of sight down 
the same block. 

Edith turned and went on, much puzzled. It 
was out of the question that the two expected to 
meet — she was quite sure of that, — and yet why 
should the dark girl follow him? She counted 
back and saw that the bookkeeper had turned east 
on 20th Street. Some day she would walk 
through 20th Street and see what it looked like. 
Perhaps Mr. Rix lived there and went home for a 
lunch of cold meat and apple sauce. But even 
such economies couldn't explain taxi-cabs and hos- 
pitals. 

Two days later, as soon as the closing hour 
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would permit, Edith, with a book in her hahd, 
paused at the door of Charley's room at the Hos- 
pital. There were voices inside and a brisk young 
doctor was just coming out, laughing. Then he 
paused to cast a sally behind him. " You'll be a 
rich man yet, David — with all your talents. 
Don't forget me and my sanitarium." 

So — Mr. Rix was there — and he really did 
know one of the doctors 1 Edith's eyes bright- 
ened, but she took a turn down the hall before she 
went in, for she wanted to readjust her ideas. 

Charley, a little peaked, but unquestionably on 
the road to health, was lying back with a glow on 
his face. Beside him on the bed sat Lucy, holding 
one of his hands while she read a letter aloud. At 
the foot of the bed stood Rix, hat and cane in 
hand, a look of quiet satisfaction in his eyes. 
Edith thought afterwards that sometimes the book- 
keeper looked unconscionably keen and able — as 
if he'd been exceedingly prosperous in earlier 
years, or as if there was some unknown thing not 
connected with advertising or accounts which he 
could do exceptionally well after all. 

At her entrance, the boy looked up and Edith 
saw that hope, glorious hope, had lighted its fires 
again behind his eyes. 
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" Oh, Miss Welles 1 " the boy cried exultantly. 
" What (Jo you know about this? TheyVe caught 
the crook 1 And Bingle's writes me and says 
maybe I can get reinstated 1 " 

It was only a little after five when Edith and 
Rix came out again on the street. For a little 
way they walked along, happy but silent. Mr. 
Rix gave his cane a forgivable twirl or two indicat- 
ing complete joy and smiled expansively at nothing 
at all while Edith felt as if she were walking on 
air. 

" And so," he said, " and so the little flat is com- 
ing into being after all." 

" Oh, Mr. Rix," the girl said, with misty eyes, 
" I'm happy enough to cry 1 " 

*' I feel curiously happy, too," he admitted. 
" And I don't mind confessing that I've had a 
little luck myself, the last few days. I've suc- 
ceeded in selling a short story." 

Edith's eyes flew open and her cheeks grew 
bright with color. 

"And actually got the money for it," he 
laughed. 

" Unheard of," she breathed. 

"And — impossible as it may seem — they 
want more.*' 
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" Actually said so, Mr. Rix? '* 
" Committed themselves beyond recall." 
"Then right now I'm being seen by all the 
world, walking along the street with a real, live, 
genuine author? Who's going to be world fam- 
ous? Say 'Yes,' Mr. Rix." , 

" I wiU — if you'll say ' Yes ' to this. Why 
not the little inn up on the Palisades for dinner? " 
Is there, dear reader, any reason in this breath- 
less day and generation why two young people of 
. good sense and manners shall not take dinner to- 
gether? If not, then poverty may add one more 
blessing to an already long list. For, verily, there 
be but two kinds of us who can be counted socially 
free. Ask the cherished daughter of any moder- 
ate income to dine with you in full view of the pub- 
lic where the iniquitous filet mignon and the das- 
tardly petit pois may be seen and the scandal 
spread abroad to a thousand homes, and the 
dragon who guards her pet from your dreadful 
designs will breathe forth poison and fire. But — 
give her child a million or take away all that she 
hath and that same dragon will smile upon you 
and put honey on your bread. 

No. There wasn't any reason why she 
shouldn't dine to-night with David — David Rix 



Digitized by 



Google 



146 GO FORTH AND FIND 

— for wasn't she a working woman, and wasn't 
he a poor man, and hadn't Charley been rein- 
stated ? Undoubtedly a day would come when she 
couldn't dine alone with Mr. Rix, but for some 
reason she preferred not to think of that just now. 
And so, a little while before sunset they were 
sitting in the open air at a small table at the Villa 
Richard, with the sheer drop of the Palisades un- 
der their feet and the unending vista of the city 
across the white dotted river below. It was de- 
liciously cool on the cliff-top after the dead, baked 
air of the asphalted hive, and strangely still. 
Faint, insect-like cries came up to them sometimes 
from the white tents of the campers on the shore 
far below, and the putter of a motor boat. Away 
down the cliff a trio of Boy Scouts, off for a tramp 
in their khaki and campaign hats, wig-wagged in- 
termittently from a boulder, and a youthful bugle 
call floated haltingly back to them. From the line 
of tables railed in from the cliff edge, with their 
gay colored paper lanterns, and from the win- 
dowed porch of the white walled Villa came a faint 
murmur of conversation, but no voice was strident 
and no one seemed to care much about the waiter. 
The peace of a cloudless summer evening and an 
ever changing vista was upon their souls, with 
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some fleshly comfort contributed by the Villa's 
good vin ordinaire. 

'* Heigho," said David, apropos of nothing at 
all. " A certain great man could throw a silver 
dollar across the Potomac but I — '* 

" But I can snip an olive pit a thousand feet,'* 
Edith laughed, looking down the cliff. " Thanks 
for a place where I can eat all I want without the 
reproach of their bones. I'm planting a grove 
down there. Some day we'll come back and pick 
our hors d'osuvres off the trees." 

" Like California." 

" Like Italy." 

" I'd like either one," David said. " But I 
won't get there from Babbitt & Barclay's." 

" You'll go right from the theater after the 
opening night," Edith said, stoutly. "Will you 
please have something about the Villa Richard in 
your play?" 

David laughed. " It might do for my charac- 
ters to recuperate in. They go through some try- 
ing situations. Shall I tell you how it goes? " 

" Please do," said the girl. " How am I to 
be co-author if you don't? " 

" I've had the idea," he said, " that if a mother, 
who had seen the world, were put in a position 
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where she had to choose between ruining her 
daughter's future and spoiling her own life, and 
possibly that of her husband, she would, if she 
were a fairly strong character, choose the second 
course and sacrifice herself. How does that sound 
to you?" 

" All right — if there's a way out," Edith an- 
swered, with a little gleam which had its reflection. 
" But I don't think any woman would give up till 
she'd exhausted every recourse." 

" I've given her a way out — but it only makes 
her trouble worse. Here's the plot. Judge for 
yourself : 

" Mrs. Strong is a woman of good looks, refine- 
ment and considerable power over men. She has 
a past, however, and a daughter, a sweet-natured 
girl of eighteen, Helene. In her second marriage, 
the mother has married a wealthy man and a pil- 
lar of the church, tremendously stern and more 
than a little self-righteous. They live in a large 
place out in the country. 

" To this place comes, at the father's unwitting 
invitation, a man named Haight, who is a well- 
to-do bachelor ' rounder ' of the most dangerous 
type, who has known Mrs. Strong in her early 
days and has been attracted by her. Lately, how- 
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ever, he has met Helene and, being fascinated by 
her youthful freshness and beauty, wants to marry 
her. 

*' Haight proposes the match to the mother who 
immediately rejects it. Haight, provoked, quietly 
informs her that if she doesn't use every means in 
her power to help him with Helene he will find 
ways to tell her husband what she, Mrs. Strong, 
has been in the past. 

'* The mother sees she is in a perilous situation, 
but she quickly plans a way out — and sends for a 
nice young boy, Carl, to come and visit them, hop- 
ing that Carl, whom Helene likes and possibly 
loves, will solve the difficulty. 

*' In the meantime, the mother decides to try her 
old powers of fascination on Haight so as to keep 
him away from Helene. She succeeds only too 
well. Helene, however, overhears the conversa- 
tion and learns, to her dismay, that she is name- 
less. Heart-broken over the discovery and over- 
whelmed by the fact that her mother Is, apparently, 
faithless to her step-father of whom she is very 
fond, the young girl decides to make way with 
herself. She writes a pathetic farewell letter to 
Carl and, finding a revolver in her father's desk, 
is just about to fire when her father enters with 



Digitized by 



Google 



ISO GO FORTH AND FIND 

Carl. The revolver and the letter are both found 
later by the mother, who sees their dreadful signifi- 
cance. She puts the revolver back in the table 
drawer. 

" Haight is now madly in love with Mrs. Strong 
and insists on a night meeting in the library. The 
mother consents, for Carl and Helene have not 
yet come to a declaration of their love, and she 
goes to the library some time before Haight ar- 
rives. There she hides behind a curtain and 
is found by Carl, who thinks she is Helene and 
makes love to her through the curtain. At this 
moment Haight comes in and, mad with jealousy 
over the apparent fact that Mrs. Strong also has 
the boy in her toils, breaks loose and tells the boy 
who and what the woman was. Helene, of 
course, is there by this time and Strong, himself, 
comes in and hears. Although he refuses, at first 
to believe, he is furnished proofs by Haight 
and finally shrinks back in loathing from his 
wife. 

" Mrs. Strong now sees that it is all up with 
her and so she tells her husband the truth, which is 
that Helene is the daughter of an unintentionally 
bigamous marriage. Her husband, however, still 
refuses to have her any longer under his roof and 
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the mother, thereupon, prepares to go away with 
Haight. 

" At this point Helene suddenly sees that her 
mother's whole plan has been to protect her and 
even sacrifice herself, if necessary. She proves 
this in a few words to her father, who immediately 
comes to life again and attempts to drive Haight 
out of the house at the point of his revolver. The 
wife interferes and there Is a struggle between the 
three during which the revolver is discharged and 
the wife, apparently, shot. Haight runs away. 

" Strong is now overcome with contrition and 
begs forgiveness. They carry Mrs. Strong to a 
sofa and after a while find that she is uninjured. 
The audience, of course, realizes ttus some time 
before Strong does and the last few lines are given 
up to show that, having been through this terrible 
struggle to protect her own life and that of her 
daughter, she intends to make sure that she will 
be no longer troubled. 

'' There! '' said David with a laugh and a sigh, 
** behold my first-born and only child. Please do 
anything but praise it." 

** It's tragic enough," Edith said thoughtfully, 
** and the scene where the young girl, Helene, dis- 
covers that she's nameless and sits down to write 
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her farewell letter to her boy sweetheart would be 
terribly poignant." 

" She is in love with Carl but she doesn't know 
he is in love with her/* David explained. " Fve 
tried to make her letter the affecting thing it should 
be." 

" I can see it clearly," Edith answered, with 
her face grown tense. " Helene is a girl whose 
life has been extraordinarily sheltered, with hardly 
a thought of the outside world. She's really 
flower-like in her purity and beauty. Her affec- 
tion for the boy Carl has been bred in her by a 
wonderful vein of romanticism and idealism. 
When her world falls in ruins at her feet all the 
beauty of her pure young prPs life goes into the 
letter which must tell him of this hidden love, and 
in the same hour let him know that for some rea- 
son it will never be his. But I think I see a point 
there. Oughtn't you to bring in Carl in the first 
part so that people will have a picture of the boy 
she's writing to? They must be shown then that 
she is terribly in love with Carl. Xhen you^U 
have a foundation for her letter." 

" Right," said Rix instantly, and hauled out an 
old envelope to make a note, meantime hunting 
for a pencil. Not finding any, his face fell. " An 
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author without a pencil," he murmured. 
" There*s something wrong." 

Edith hunted through her hand bag. Down at 
the bottom her fingers closed on the telescopic 
silver pencil she had unwittingly stolen from the 
unknown in the Holland House on the first day of 
her adventure, and she handed it over with a recol- 
lecting smile. She wondered if the young man 
in the case had correspondingly preserved her hat- 
pin. 

"I — er — found it," she said, " but it seems 
to be a sort of trick pencil. I've never been able 
to make it open." 

" Oh I " he said, surprised, and looked down at 
It half guiltily, to find that by some deft twist of 
his fingers the pencil had neatly offered up its lead, 
"I — I seem to have persuaded it. Well — it 
now becomes useful at last, quite belying its looks. 
I didn't expect you'd own anything so closely al- 
lied to the idle rich. Act i, Scene I. In you go^ 
Carl. And now — what's next? " 

"Sweetbreads are next — if my French^ is 
good," Edith laughed, glancing at the menu. 
** Do you realize that your scenario sent the potage 
away perfectly untasted ? " 

" That's an omen," David said. ** Even from 
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here I can see the throng around the box-office, 
waitmg, supperless, for their seats. What shall 
we do — start dinner all over agam? I could 
stay here indefinitely." 

" There*s one more point,*' Edith objected, al- 
though she didn't object to what he'd said. " It 
seems perfectly dreadful for the husband to know 
that if his wife's plan for saving her daughter 
hadn't succeeded she would have left him in order 
to pave Helene. How could he ever love her after 
that?" 

" He falls in love with her all over again. He 
does so because she leads him to think he shot 
her," David responded simply. " Take any man 
— let Wm believe as he likes about his love for his 
wife — let him even tell her to her face that he no 
longer loves her, and then let him injure her phys- 
ically, so that she's in pain, or apparently about 
to die, and his love for her will come right back 
again. Contrition does it. 

"Furthermore," David said, "Strong knows 
full well that, in his self-righteousness, he would 
have put his wife out of his life forever if Haight 
had told him his story privately. He sees what 
she sees — his real self — and it isn't a pretty pic- 
ture."^ 
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" Perhaps you're right," Edith conceded. ** I 
only wanted to have it all logical. But/' she 
smiled, " I'll probably have another point for you 
to-morrow. Right now, I want to keep on feel- 
ing sorry for Helene." 

They were silent for a while. The sun had 
gone down and the little boats that had wheeled 
and danced and gleamed, like white butterflies 
around a pool, were gone from the river. Across 
the shadowy chasm where the brick and stone and 
asphalt bones of the town had lain garish in the 
ruthless daylight, long lines of steel blue points 
twinkled into view, like glistening buttons on the 
city's velvet cloak of darkness, while, high above, 
the masses of the apartment buildings bulked 
against the sky with the blurred grandeur of desert 
buttes. 

Edith gazed at it all with silent content. She 
felt herself part of it at last. Not till to-night 
had she fully put away the feeling that she was 
an outsider, groping blindly along the pathway to 
the city's heart. To her, before, a city had been 
simply a city, amply full of uglinesses because she 
had not stooped to learn that few things are com- 
pletely ugly. But to-night those yellow-lighted 
blocks of stone across the leaden water held little 
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from which she would turn away. If she, like 
Peter Pan, could have flown in through any of 
those far off windows, each with its human drama 
within, it would have been with a richer under- 
standing and a new toleration. She thought, for 
the thousandth time, of her life in the past, and 
once more thanked her unseen pilot for steering 
her vagrant bark down the right channel. And 
yet Edith was far from knowing exactly whither 
she was going. She could not but acknowledge 
that she was drifting and yet to be at the mercy of 
these kind tides was like idly sailing summer seas 
with a cargo which would always have a market, 
however long delayed. 

She turned, with a sighing catch in her breath, 
and found David's kind eyes resting quietly on 
her in the darkness. He smiled and nodded word- 
lessly and she felt that he knew her thoughts, at 
least, in part. A quick flood of happiness rushed 
through her when he spoke. 

" Your ship is on the way,*' he said. 

Up in the Villa, some one turned on the little 
string of railing lights and a soft, red glow spread 
over the table between them, with its tumbled nap- 
kins and half-filled coffee cups, and David's box 
of cigarettes, and the softly fluttermg addition 
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And then, gradually, the strangest thing in all the 
girl's life began to happen. 
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weighted down with its little encouragement for 
Francois. The girl found her eyes rising to the 
man opposite with a trust and appreciation whose 
completeness took her unawares. Instinctively, 
she raised her hand to the light, and the table and 
his figure became vague again. But the light of 
his cigarette gleamed on. 

And then, gradually, the strangest thing in all 
the girl's life began to happen. Little by little, 
in the silence and sweet scented darkness of the 
summer night, it came to Edith Welling that out 
of all her friends, rich or poor, or of whatever 
age or degree, she would rather be with David 
Rix, the unidentified, poverty-stricken bookkeeper 
than with any one else in the whole wide world. 
It was no thought that flashed into her mind from 
some irresponsible source, to be as quickly dis- 
missed. It was a slow-rising, irremovable con- 
viction that gradually took possession of body and 
soul and so engulfed her as to leave no doubt as 
to its strength or truth. And with this unhurried 
but resistless revelation the warning thrills of 
something much like fever came stealing over her, 
first burning and then chilling, and bringing with 
them a strange, mingled sense of happiness and 
fright. She seemed, suddenly, to have lost hold 
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on her personality — to be no longer the free 
agent she had been a century-long moment ago. 
Something invisible had wound soft fetters about 
her. Something born there in the darkness at 
the Villa Richard's little table had quietly reached 
into her heart and now held it a frightened, flut- 
tering prisoner, alternately chilling with fear of 
the new unknown and throbbing with mad exalta- 
tion. 

Helpless, and yet not entirely willing to escape 
this strange bondage which every moment grew 
more wonderfully sweet, the girl stared out across 
the dark chasm at the twinkling city — and trem- 
bled. Had she solved the mystery? Was it for 
this that she had been born and had lived? Was 
it here and now that she was to learn lifers mean- 
ing? To be a moving part of the great world and 
to put it aside — to hold the golden key to all 
that woman mundanely desired and then to find her 
real destiny in none of this but buried fathoms 
deep beneath the sad flotsam and jetsam of life — 
would something tell her quickly if this were to 
be the true, the final working out of her existence? 
Would there be a "sign"? 

Down on the river a great white steamer, ablaze 
with lights, came into view, the night boat bound 
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for Albany. From her upper works the long arm 
of a searchlight pointed out the way or swept 
through wide arcs to pick up sights on the shore. 
It rose to the Villa for a moment and lit up the 
faces at the tables but it brought nothing of signifi- 
cance to her, still wondering, still trembling, ex- 
cept a glimpse of David putting his watch away. 

She rose to her feet, yearning as never before 
to be at home — alone. Her discovery was 
too tremendous — too terrible in its newness to 
lie there burning in her breast without heart search- 
ings that would explore every nook and corner. 
Or, perhaps more truthfully, because this ineffable 
possession must be gloated over before its sweet- 
ness should vanish. 

He found his hat and cane and with apprecia- 
tion of her mood walked wordlessly with her down 
the drive to the Villa^s gate. There, still silent, 
they turned into the broad, oiled road which, a 
half mile farther down, would bring them to the 
ferry car at Fort Lee. The moon had come up 
by this time and their way was straight and white 
before them. Occasionally they stepped aside to 
let a motor-car flash by, but there were no other 
foot passengers and only a darkened farmhouse 
here and there. The air from the fields was 
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warm, and sweet with the scent of new-mown hay. 
In the distance ahead of them they heard faint 
snatches of song which seemed to come from three 
erratic figures that were approaching. 

Edith thought the strain sounded familiar. 

" Aren't there a good many foreigners living 
near here?" she asked him. " I thought I saw 
some Italians this afternoon in those little houses 
weVe coming to — that's surely an Italian air." 

" Our old stand-by, Lucia," he answered, and it 
sounded as if he smiled. 

So — he knew the operas, did he? Edith 
smiled, too, and surveyed his tall figure secretly. 
David might think he could keep his life and 
secrets from her, but she, in her happy wisdom, 
knew better. All in good time she would know 
what he knew, for she had her blessed reason. 

The figures of the singers came nearer and she 
saw they were three short, broad-shouldered 
Italians, still in their working clothes. One of 
them was thoroughly drunk, but the others, though 
they submitted to his antics, seemed none too good- 
natured about it, and it could be deduced from 
the drunken man's jeers that they'd been gambling 
and had lost their week's wages. 

The girl thought for a moment that Rix would 
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give them a good share of the road, and she drew 
closer to him when she saw no sign of deviation. 
Two of the men passed on either side, but the 
drunken man, waving his bottle, commanded them 
to halt. He was only good-naturedly insistent at 
first but he managed, by some freakish movements, 
to keep stubbornly in front of Rix, although Edith 
had slipped by and walked a few yards down the 
road. 

Rix, however, found it difficult to escape. The 
man's tone had changed and his invitation turned 
into an angry demand. Presentjy, he threw the 
bottle away and slapped himself on the chest. In 
that movement, as true to nature as the strut of a 
game-cock in the pit, the girl instantly read defiance 
and trouble. The other two, who had stopped 
to watch the altercation, began to come back. 
Their wordless approach seemed to Edith to be 
like that of two slowly bristling curs making 
straight for the middle of a street fight. Sullen 
and sinister in their movements, they crept stealth- 
ily nearer. One of them stooped and searched for 
a stone. 

Exasperated at last, the bookkeeper pushed the 
angry drunkard to one side. His coat, however, 
was clutched as he went by and a blow launched 
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at him as he was whirled around. Quick as 
thought) the bookkeeper dropped his cane and 
swung his fist to the other's jaw — Edith could 
hear the blow go home with a clean smack. And 
then — 

''David I'' she shrieked. 

The drunkard had gone down, staggering back 
a yard or two and falling flat on his back, but from 
each side now the other two suddenly attacked, 
one raining wild blows at his face while the other 
clumsily tried to lift hun from behind and throw 
him down. In this he was partly successful, for 
the tall figure went up in the air and sprawled 
across the road. But he went alone, in some way 
tearing himself loose from the other's grasp, and 
in another instant was on his feet. As he came 
back, unfaltering, for his fall and rise and charge 
seemed all parts of the same action, the moonlight 
caught him fairly and for the first time in her life 
the girl saw a man with a maddened, fighting face. 
His coat was off now and he was unhampered and 
as he drove a long arm out at the nearest man his 
eyes were blazing, with a fierce, merciless light. 
In his rush there was a sublime disregard of 
whether he was to fight one man or ten. Like a 
swift springing wolf at the end of his starvation 
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the man who had bantered with her only a week 
before on the question of physical courage made 
his attack with an almost joyful ferocity and drove 
his blows home with gasps of satisfaction from 
behind his clenched teeth. And with it, he 
seemed, somehow, to maneuver so as to keep the 
two always together in front of him — Edith could 
see them both staggering back towards her as he 
worked his long arms like flails, or sparred for a 
moment and then landed a blow with a thud. 

One man went down under his feet as she 
looked and lay there, groaning. The other, ward- 
ing oS the attack as best he could, sprang to one 
side as the bookkeeper stumbled over the body and 
whipped out a heavy jack-knife and tore it open. 

To Edith, quivering in every limb, the nature 
of the battle suddenly changed. She was looking 
now at something more vital than a boxing match. 
It was no longer an honest fight for physical su- 
premacy. It was a ghastly encounter between a 
weaponless man and a sharp-fanged beast. The 
bookkeeper was at full grips with Death. 

It was hideous and well-nigh unbelievable, but 
for all that it was very real. Only a few hundred 
yards away over there among the Villa's trees peo- 
ple were eating and drinking and joking —^ only 
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a moment before she had been walking homewards 
on a quiet country road with a heart full to over- 
flowing — and yet here and now this unoffending, 
kindly natured man who had been her loved com- 
panion was, with the suddenness of a lightning 
stroke, brought face to face with a dreadful fight 
for his existence. 

All these thoughts needed but an instant to pass 
through her mind. They were all in the picture 
which the moonlight showed her — the thin, pale, 
grim-mouthed bookkeeper in his white shirtsleeves 
advancing, always advancing — the thickset, sin- 
ister figure with its shining knife and its glittering, 
cat-like eyes. So quickly did she catch the signifi- 
cance of the man's hurried search for his weapon 
that even before he could open it the girl had 
shrieked a second warning and put the bookkeeper 
on his guard. Then, with a cry of mortal anguish, 
she rushed for his heavy walking stick where it lay 
a few feet away and thrust it into his hand. 

Without turning for an instant Rix clutched the 
stick and sprang in. A swift pass and a thrust 
at the man's face and the knife hand came up in 
an instinctive attempt to guard. Then the stick 
whistled down with tremendous force and struck 
a shattering blow on the man's arm. There was 
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a scream of pain and like a shining missile, the 
knife shot out of the man's hand and fell yards 
away down the road. 

With desperate quickness Edith snatched the 
weapon up, but a cessation of action on the book- 
keeper's part made her halt where she was. He 
had seen the knife fly past and how, quite sure of 
his advantage, was standing laughing at the other. 
Then he leaped forward and dealt him a swing- 
ing slap on the cheek with his open hand. 

" Get out of here ! " he said peremptorily. 
" Get out or you'll get ten years in jail." 

The other turned and ran. And as he ran, not 
quite fast enough, the bookkeeper's long leg 
shot out and he kicked him so that he went oS his 
feet with a jerk and pitched forward on his face 
in the road. Scrambling to his feet, the man ran 
off into a Held. 

Over the brow of the hill behind them two big 
acetylene eyes swept up to glare down the road 
at them and the humming of a fast-running motor 
came to their cars. In another moment, the 
brakes went on and the car stopped, a few feet 
away from the two forms on the ground. 

" By George I " a voice said from behind the 
blinding lamps. "I say, Rollins — look here I 
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There's been a fight. Two of 'em knocked out, 
cold." 

Some figures hopped out of the car and came 
forward — three big-bodied men, in gray dusters, 
with motoring caps and goggles. They looked at 
the bodies and touched them tentatively. 

" Oh, they're all right," one of the men said, 
half contemptuously. " Just bumped on the chin, 
that's all. I guess that other man was running 
away. Wonder who the ' white hope ' is? Let's 
syndicate him, Bonbright — what d'you say?" 
Then they saw Edith by the roadside with the 
knife still open in her hand and the bookkeeper 
putting on his coat. 

" Come away. Let's get out of this," Rix mut- 
tered. ** I don't want to appear in court." They 
turned away, the white-faced girl and the man 
who hadn't known just what he'd do in a moment 
of peril, and walked rapidly down the road. 

Behind them, the motorists conferred together 
and then lugged one of the fallen ones to his feet. 
The other they carried to the side of the road. 
Then they went back to their car. As they came 
abreast of Edith and Rix they slowed down. The 
l)iggest of the three men got up from his seat in 
front and took off his cap. 
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"I don't know who you are, my courageous 
friend," he said in a voice full of amused re- 
spect, " but I want to say that I take off my hat 
to you. You're all right as a fighting man, let me 
state — you're all right.'' 

The chauffeur touched his pedal and the car 
picked up again. As it rushed away Edith saw 
a sudden waving of dustered arms and an agita- 
tion among the gog^ed heads. ** Did you get a 
good look at that fellow, Rollins? Wasn't 
that — " The rest was lost. 

They were coming to a region of lights now and 
Edith, with a long-drawn breath, put her hand on 
David's arm and stopped him. Her eyes were 
full of unutterable things as her hands dusted off 
his soiled coat — a frantic yearning to clutch that 
worn garment with its unassuming owner in her 
arms — a tremulous admiration — a heavenly 
sense of peace now that she saw he was unscathed. 
She had had her " sign." 

^' Heigho I " he said and summoned up a laugh 
to make her feel easier. ^* Quite a little muss, 
wasn't it? But it's all over now and nobody the 
worse for it." Then his manner changed. He 
gave her one keen, sober look. " I suppose you 
know you probably saved my life, Miss Welles." 
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** I did nothing! *' she answered, passionately. 
" I was a coward. I ought to have given you the 
stick long before." 

" You gave me the stick when I needed it," he 
responded. " That was enough. I was thinking 
of something very curious just at that moment, 
too. Perhaps you remember it. * And bright 
death quivered at the victim* s throat* *' 

Her face turned ghastly and she swayed on her 
feet. 

''David/'* she cried in agony. "Don't I I 
can't bear it I " 

And then she saw that the suit he had always 
worn since she'd known him — the only suit the 
man owned so far as she knew — was torn with 
great holes where the cloth had been bruised away 
in his fall. It could never be mended. 

There was silence between them as they went 
into the Ferry-house. Rix kept his hands on his 
knees, covering up the gaping holes. But on the 
upper deck of the boat she spoke to him, for she 
had thought of a way to help him with his clothes. 

" About Charley's room down at the Hospital," 
ishe said, " and all those expenses that you paid. 
One-half of those are going to be mine.** 

" My dear Miss Welles," he answered, with an 
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odd, twisted smile. " It's very good of you — 
but, really, that's quite impossible." 

** Won't you let me insist/' she pleaded gently, 
and he could see her eyes were bright with tears. 
" I know I can't make you take it, of course, but 
— tell me, dear friend — is it right for you to 
spend that money? " 

He didn't answer at first. He looked, sud- 
denly, very much worried and perplexed. She 
thought he was wondering if she, too, could afford 
it. As she hurriedly tried to conjure up a rich 
aunt who had just died and left her something the 
bookkeeper did one of the puzzling things that 
were occasionally coming up to mystify her. 

A bright, boyish smile broke over his face and 
he actually chuckled. 

*' Come on," he said. " Let's be sports," and 
he slapped a coin down on the back of his hand. 
" Half of twenty-two dollars. I'll match you for 
iti" 
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What a capital chance the sun has at us all 
when he comes up of a morning! His to make 
history afresh for twenty-four hours — to bring 
the children of men ^ new day's fears and tears 
and hopes and laughter — to let us be bom and 
marry and die — to enrich the few and impov- 
erish the many — to build up businesses and tear 
down kingdoms — to fade the tippler's dream and 
make the strong man ready for the market place. 

" What ho ! " he laughs, with beaming eye. 
"Watch me gleam through the shutters on the 
young mother's bed. Last night she lay alone in 
agony, yet I wake her now to the joy of joys and 
let her hear a new heart beat. Here I strengthen 
the sick, here encourage youth, here give the bride 
her cloudless wedding morn. And here I stir a 
man to action, start his mighty scheming, set him 
on his feet. He'll make his fight to-day. Before 
I'm gone he'll win. 

" And you, heavy head — still stupid with last 
170 
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night's carouse — I'll give you an empty purse and 
remorse and twitching limbs and bad fortune. 
Vanished, your wild dreams of success and power 
— the splendid picture that was to be painted, the 
opera that was to charm a world, the great deal 
that was to be closed. Your day was yesterday. 
That's gone." 

In palace and hovel, on land or sea, he searches 
them out and, if they but. knew it, brings each one 
re-birth. A new day is come. Will you truly 
wake — or again walk in your sleep ? Life has 
started afresh. Gomel Make up your mind. 
What will you do with it? 

When Edith woke next morning on the little 
couch bed in her amusingly sterile room at Miss 
Sally's it was with a feeling of complete, if unac- 
countable, happiness. In those first few delicious 
moments while she still teased the venturesome sun 
with half opened eyes she was only conscious that 
overnight both mind and body had undergone 
some delightful, mystic change. Then she remem- 
bered — and grew rosy as the events of the day 
before came rushing in a happy troop back into 
her mind. She cuddled down in her pillow again 
when she saw she had a full hour for her blessed 
dreams. 
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Starting up out of the wealth of pictures before 
her eyes she saw first of all and in them all one, 
lean, likable, wholesome face. It hadn't occurred 
to her before that Da\nd Rix was distinctly good 
looking, but she saw it now and it made her feel 
oddly content. Perhaps he wasn't downright 
handsome, but his honest eyes and his clean smile 
made him come close to it. Just now he wasn't 
looking at her but had turned on some stark, ugly 
thing in front of him against which he was bravely, 
unswervingly advancing. The kind eyes had be- 
come bright and hard. The lips that were gen- 
erally so expressive were very grim. His body, 
which she had once thought thin, and his long 
limbs, had acquired a remarkable compactness in 
their movements — she hadn't thought so tall a 
man could be so dexterous. He was like a trained 
boxer in coordinating feet and head and hands. 
Then the picture flashed oS the screen and she saw 
the blazing joy in his face and the gleam of his 
set, white teeth as he let drive his fist. She heard 
the bluff tribute from the motor car — '* a fight- 
ing man " — and the words gave her a strange, de- 
lightful thrill. They woke a primal, instinctive 
admiration for physical courage that she was frank 
to say she hadn't known she owned. Yes. 
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Thank God! He was a fighting man — a first 
class one — and no one knew it half so well nor 
was one-tenth so glad of it as she. 

Lying there in the early morning quiet with her 
mind full of these and other blessed recollections 
the girl couldn't repress a half amused wonder at 
the situation in which she found herself. When 
she looked around at the meagerly furnished, 
shabby little room with its cracked ceiling and 
stained walls, at her tiny trunk with its ridiculously 
limited wardrobe, when she thought of Miss 
Sally's dinner table, and the Winkler entourage 
she almost laughed aloud. And yet she knew that 
she'd been happier here than ever In her life be- 
fore. 

Somehow, the old life was growing hard to 
remember. Of course, the creature comforts 
would always be there and she knew she'd use 
them again in due time but as for motives, except 
one, Edith couldn't recollect that there'd ever been 
any. But she soon stopped thinking about it. 
Without being conscious of the significance of 
what she did the girl calmly put away all thought 
of the old Edith Welling or the life that had been 
hers. It may be pleasant continually to review 
your life and picture yourself as you were at vary- 
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ing ages, but we are content to believe that it is 
fatal to change and probably gives the lie to 
growth. No properly constructed butterfly wants 
to remember the cocoon if it can flutter forth in a 
shining, new dress. 

More than that The discovery that the girl 
had made at the Villa Richard's little table and 
had confirmed for her a few moments later on that 
moonlit road had worked a vital change. Per- 
haps she was not yet ready to acknowledge that 
she loved, but what other reason could there be for 
the new outlook that had come with this morning's 
sun? It was quite true that without the aid of 
any one of her millions she'd made a place for her- 
self in the business world, but not even in con- 
trolling, we'll say, the Standard Oil Company is 
there that which exalteth the heart and maketh 
the eye to beam on mankind without reason. But 
perhaps we're quite wrong, after all. She had 
won at matching coins with David and had im- 
mediately made him accept eleven dollars. She 
didn't know just how far that would go but it was 
reasonably certain that he would soon have a new 
suit With happy recollection of his tiiscomfiture 
she rose and dressed and sat down to write the 
last part of her weekly letter to Letty. Each day 
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from Monday on she wrote a little and on Sunday 
night she mailed it, so there was good reason for 
its lack of continuity. So far she hadn't said any- 
thing about Mr. Rix, nor did she expect to. The 
last thing she'd written about had been Hats, and 
before that a complaint against her typewriter 
for always writing *' z " instead of " x." As she 
wrote each sentence now she carefully reviewed it 
lest it contain something disturbing. 

" Last night," wrote Edith, " I was wondering 
how many men would have proposed to me this 
summer if I'd gone with you or up to Placid, or 
wherever, instead of helping the cause of Truth 
in advertising." (Edith didn't dare confess that 
she was the bright-eyed Vacumo Cleaner Girl on 
the back cover of the magazine which Letty was 
probably reading and she shiveringly trusted to 
Mr. Coates' deft retouching to keep the secret.) 
" Perhaps only one, perhaps none, but anyway, I 
feel relieved. From which you will quickly 
discern that I'm still unattached" ("Well — 
that's entirely true," she said aloud), "and the 
living proof of the Shavian theory that woman 
does the choosing, if not the pursuing and pro- 
posing. At the same time, I can't help thinking 
that there must be a sublime happiness in being 
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really surprised by a dedaratlon. And if the man 
were poor and couldn't ever hope to marry you 
and said so frankly, but simply had to confess his 
adoration, or else blow up and go crazy — Well ! 
I always did dote on love stories about princesses 
in disguise who were sought out purely on account 
of their native sweetness. Most heiresses / know 
would simply pass away with joy." (Here she 
paused and thought for a long time and sighed 
before she went on.) 

" But I can see a certain danger there, especially 
if this secret truth should get into general circular 
Hon. Designing young men would put on the 
cloak of candor and win our hearts through decep- 
tive humility. Do you think, then, Letty, that one 
ought to insist on the man proving himself in 
some way? One might even loan him money to 
help him start, I suppose. Frankly, I don't sec 
anything wrong in that. Men do it for their 
friends every day. And, it would occur how 
much more a friend is a poverty-stricken lover I 
But, oh, dear, oh, dear! a terrible complication 
looms up — like a new Burbank fruit for which 
insulted Nature promptly provides a specially de- 
vised bug to feed on it. A new type of male para- 
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site might come into being — the hopclcssly-lov- 
ing'hut'Willinffly'borrotvinff suitor. 

" No. If I were a man I'd take the bull by the 
horns. Fd say to the girl — * see herel ' (Oh! 
it's all a mistake to be so dainty and roundabout 
where women are concerned. Believe me, Letty 
— if men knew how practical we are, they'd 
faint) — * see here, Sis,' I'd say, * I love you all 
the way to distraction and back again but I sim- 
ply will not have your dreadful dollars coming 
between us and making me feel so insignificant and 
worthless that I can't love you the way you ought 
to be loved.' (That's rather cute, isn't it?) 
* In fact, if you ever speak to me of my poverty 
I'll leave you.' (Ha, ha 1) * The only thing for 
you to do is to settle an amount on me that will 
make me independent. Then I can be a self-re- 
specting man and there'll never be heartburnings.' 

" Yes-yes ! I know 1 That's a dot — and I'm 
frank to say I'm for them. I think they're just 
the grandest things ever invented. At the same 
time," she wrote thoughtfully, " I really suppose 
that the principle of the dot, if it became common, 
might corrupt the characters of our country's 
young men. Perhaps it would be wise to restrict 
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it to only amounts of one million or more. But, 
apparently, that would be unfair to all the other 
ladies. It's a great puzzle, isn't it? 

** One last solution I This time I really think 
I have it. How would it be if you kept the fact 
of your frightful riches hidden from him until 
after the ceremony? Do you think a self-respect- 
ing man would be terribly angry with you because 
you'd tricked him? It might seem, you know, as 
if all you'd wanted had been his love — as if you 
had no confidence in his ability to support you. 
This seems sort of twisted but really isn't. Be- 
cause, you see, Letty — I've learned at last one 
basic truth. Man's proof of his love for woman 
is that he works for her. Often, I know, she 
thinks he works for work's sake but he really 
doesn't. He's working for his self-respect, and 
his self-respect and his love for you are inex- 
tricably mingled, with at least fifty-one per cent, of 
it you. 

" And now — having bored you to extinction 
with this unsolvable question — please let me hear 
from you by cable that you're going on to India and 
haven't any intention of coming back till the end 
of the year. Don't worry about me in the least. 
I'm perfectly all right and having the time of my 
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life. Of course, I'd love to sec you but now's 
your chance to have a good time, so please keep 

" Contentedly, 

" Edith;' 

''There I'' said Edith. "I haven't told her 
a single thing. There's quite a lot in it about 
poor young men, of course, but not one word about 
David. I think I managed that rather well." 

She went down to breakfast in a glow and found 
herself ahead of every one except Mr. Pascoe and 
Miss Gerrity. Judging from their conspicuous 
silence and the fury with which Mr. Pascoe dug 
at his orange, the two had been indulging in a 
verbal passage-at-arms. 

Edith had never allowed, his choleric opinions 
to interfere with her liking for Mr. Pascoe for, 
as far as she could see, they were principally con- 
fined to the question of women's rights and the 
girl agreed with him that they had plenty. And 
yet she thought there was always something more 
fundamental in the old gentleman's mind when 
he made his tart replies to Miss Liza's theories. 
It was as if he were objecting to a coarsening, a 
general feminine looseness in words and actions 
which he chose to think was a pretty bad thing for 
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man's respect for women. It was evident that 
Mr. Pascoc was that nearly extinct form of animal 
life, a gentleman of the old school. 

Early questions as to Mr. Pascoe's business had 
established the fact that he was a lawyer with a 
rather fair practice. In spite of his numberless 
controversies with Miss Gerrity it was evident that 
he occasionally did some legal business for her, 
for once or twice in the hallways Edith had heard 
him informing her as to the contents of certain 
legal documents and instructing her (rather gruffly, 
the girl thought) in the signing of papers. 

But this morning they had apparently come to 
a definite parting of the ways. From fragments 
that were dropped Edith judged that Miss Ger- 
rity had taken Archibald, the house cat, up to her 
room the night before and Archibald had stolen 
in through Mr. Pascoe's open door in his absence 
and scared Zeke so that he'd beaten out some of 
his handsomest wing feathers. 

" One might inquire just why you left your door 
open in the first place, Mr. Pascoc." 

" I left it open. Madam, because I was out of 
the house and out of the room. But that has no 
significance in the present discussion. I refuse to 
be diverted from the point at issue. Archibald 



Digitized by 



Google 



GO FORTH AND FIND i8i 

had no business to be on that floor. He under- 
stands that perfectly, if others do not. I should 
be insulting the intelligence both of this house- 
hold and the miserable, sneaking, bird killing ani- 
mal himself if I contended otherwise. Archibald 
is not entitled to any rights whatsoever beyond the 
dining room, or possibly, in acute cases of feline 
ennui, the lower hallway. A cat's place is in the 
kitchen. Or out in the backyard. Or on the 
fence. Or in the alley. Preferably and above 
all places — in the river/* 

" And a bird's place is — ^" 

" In a tree. Miss Gerrity. In a tree/ But you 
just ask Zeke if he wants to go. Not he. He's 
well satisfied. He's got a good old father." 

" Who leaves the door open," said Miss Ger- 
rity as a triumphal, parting shot, and departed for 
the Saturday's half day work at Bingle's. 

" A-h-r-r-r I " growled the old gentleman and 
addressed himself to his newspaper. He did not 
look up again till Miss Liza was gone. Then he 
raised a half amused, half anxious but wholly wise 
old eye to Edith. 

"Do you think I — er — said anything to 
which she might — er — rightfully take offense ? " 
he asked in an undertone. 
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** Certainly not, Mr. Pascoe — unless you were 
really trying to hurt her feelings." 

"I wouldn't do that," he answered quickly. 
Then his legal training overcame him. " But Til 
qualify that by excepting cases where she is clearly 
at fault" 

** I don't think Miss Gerrity means to be sharp," 
Edith said. " It's only that she has a quick, strong 
mind and likes to exercise it. There's not a single 
thing that's small or mean about her. As a matter 
. of fact, I happen to know that she's a very kindly, 
generous woman. One I'd be proud to call my 
friend." 

Mr. Pascoe listened with acute attention. He 
nodded his agreements. 

" Yes. That's true," he said in subdued tdnes. 
"Very kind. Very generous. Very, very gen- 
erous," he repeated, and stared out of the window. 
And then, almost too casually — " Er — how does 
she impress you in other ways? " 

There was that in the old gentleman's tones 
which apprised Edith that Mr. Pascoe's enmity 
might be only on the surface, or a matter of good 
acting for purposes of amusement — that he 
might, in reality, be very fond of Miss Liza. In 
-the same moment came remembrance that Miss 
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Liza had never spoken to her of Mr. Pascoe ex- 
cept to say that he was a very estimable gentleman, 
only quite, quite wrong on one or two important 
subjects. After which she seemed thoughtful and 
generally diverted the conversation. 

Edith caught the old gentleman looking up at 
her with a softened, wistful expression on his face. 
It occurred to her then that there was no particu- 
lar reason why Miss Liza should remain forever 
single or Mr. Pascoe a bachelor. Why couldn't 
they be brought together? Semi-weekly argu- 
ments on women's rights would certainly be less 
fatiguing than the Suit Department at Bingle's. 
" Besides," thought Edith, " when they're married 
they'll have to do their arguing in private." She 
gave the old gentleman his answer — and felt that 
it was lucky as well as honest. 

** I think Miss Liza is a very lonely woman. 
She impresses me as one who knows there's a great 
deal missing out of her life — " 

" Yes, yes 1 " said Mr. Pascoe, with surprising 
interest. " Very lonely. Something missing. I 
can see that. Go on I " 

Edith hesitated. Should she say anything 
about Johnny? Or just something true but gen- 
eral? 
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" She^s very fond of children." 

Mr. Pascoe looked startled and his face fell. 
He began to brush his mustache vigorously. 
Edith felt that she'd made a mis-step. Then she 
remembered his own remark on the first evening 
they'd met and was puzzled. Surely Mr. Pascoe 
was fond of children, too. 

"Really? Fond of children? You don't 
say! Truly, genuinely fond of them, do you 
think? Or just in a conveniently temporary way 

— as an occasional amusement, we'll say?" 

" Really, truly, deep down in her heart and all 
through her," Edith retorted, for once almost 
angry with Mr. Pascoe. "If you don't believe 
me, Mr. Pascoe, I might say that the living proof 
of my statement brings your paper here every 
morning in shoes and stockings and trousers that 
Miss Liza found for him and quite often with a 
breakfast that she bought inside him." 

" Oh-hoh I " exclaimed the old gentleman. 
" So that's what she's up to ! The little corner 
boy, eh? The pinch faced paper rascal I Well 

— well — well," and Mr. Pascoe tried manfully 
not to grow red and uncomfortable, " I quite 
agree with you in your admiration for the major 
qualities of the lady under discussion and I am not 
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averse, under your testimony, to ameliorating my 
opinions as to some suppdsedly — I say ' sup- 
posedly ' — minor qualities. Pray pardon me. 
It's really quite late. I find I must be going." 
He rose and got as far as the door, then turned 
back. "The little corner boy, you said. The 
one on this comer? Or the Jew on the other 
corner?" 

''Not the Jew," said Edith definitely, and left 
the legal mind to distinguish the proper boy by 
elimination. 

''Not the Jew," Mr. Pascoe repeated, grasp- 
ing his cane out of the umbrella rack and pounding 
his hat down on his head with a hollow knock that 
indicated determination. " Might have known 
that. Jew boys always, have trousers." He 
stamped down the hall way and went forgetfully 
out through the area gate for the first time in his 
history, carrying with him a rumble-bumble of 
semi-private soliloquy. " Got to go see him. 
Got tb look the poor little devil up — see if he's 
hungry. This comer. Not the other corner. 
Not the Jew boy. Hang it all — how does the 
woman find out about these cases? Why don't 
shetelU fellow?" 

Edith, left alone, looked at her watch and 
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found, in spite of Mr. Pascoe^s haste, that it was 
still early. There would be time enough to walk 
up Fifth Avenue on her way to the office this morn- 
ing. Then Barth came in to breakfast with such 
a brisk, rejuvenated air that she couldn't help smil- 
ing and waiting to hear what he had to say. 

" Well, it's all over with me^ he said, with his 
usual candor and a self-pitying grin. " Poor old 
Barth is done for now. I've always been told 
that lightning didn't strike in the same place twice 
and that's all that proverbs are good for. This 
time I'm crippled beyond hopes of repair. 

" Oh, I'm not fooling," he went on earnestly, 
when Edith looked quizzical. " It's got me dead 
to rights and lashed to the mast. This time I'm 
going to cinch it if it can possibly be done. We 
went out to a show together last night — you know 
who I mean — and afterwards we took a bus ride 
and sat on a bench up on the Drive. And believe 
me, that lady fills the bill as far as I'm concerned." 

Edith watched Barth picking nervously at his 
ham and eggs which he presently deserted for the 
black coffee and brown paper cigarette on which 
he really made his meal, and wondered, with a 
leap of her heart, if the whole world had fallen in 
love yesterday. 
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"Look here, Miss Welles/* he said abruptly; 
" I've been around a whole lot as I guess you 
know — rawhided it all over the map from the. 
Coast to New Orleans and up to Chicago and 
across to this little burg, but IVc yet to find a girl 
that had so much of a real big woman in her as 
this one. I tell you, she's a strong character. 
She's got a strong mind. You know what I like 
about her? She'll argue with you just like a man. 
Nothing irrelevant — nothing mean and under- 
hand. Sticks to the point — waits till you're all 
through and then — Slam I Now, she didn't 
know beans about the things I was talking about 
last night, but that didn't make a bit of difference. 
She's got the mind that'll grapple a proposition 
and force the logic out of it right there under fire. 

" You know, Miss Welles," the newspaper man 
said sagely, " there are some people in this world 
that were born to be big and lift themselves out 
of their environment and you can't stop 'em. 
They may not have a lot of pretty qualities all 
scented and tied up with pink ribbons, but the nat- 
ural size is there — the big conception — and be- 
side that everything else pales. You find it in city 
bossing politicians that don't know the Tariff from 
a ham sandwich or in bridge building contractors 
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that can't write their own names. And you find 
it in women, too, and she's one of them. Now, 
I don't know her very well yet and she may have 
a lot of things about her that somebody wouldn't 
like, but she's right there with the punch and the 
steam. I picked up last night that she wants to 
go on the stage and I'll bet she'd make the great- 
est tragedy queen the game ever saw. There's 
something inside driving her — that's it. She's 
like me, I guess," he said, with an illuminating 
grin. " She'd just as leave fight the whole 
world." 

They walked up the Avenue together in the 
cool of the morning while the janitors, with their 
pails and brooms, were still flushing off the pave- 
ments in front of the stores. Their hearts and 
their heels were light, and at Fourteenth Street 
Barth stopped and insisted on buying a rose with 
a two-foot stem for Edith, which she wouldn't 
accept till he'd put a gardenia in his buttonhole. 
Then they swung along with a ceaseless run of 
conversation, across Twenty-third Street to the 
trees of Madison Square, where the cabmen were 
shining up their hubs and the fountain playing 
and the benches full of silent folk absorbed in the 
Want Columns, and so on up past Brentano's, 
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where they paused for a hasty gulp of old world 
art. 

For the first time in months, perhaps years, the 
newspaper man was looking forward to his day's 
routine with something like zest. He was also 
trying naively to figure out his chances for a 
" raise." Although Edith, with her own secret 
warm in her breast, couldn't think of much besides 
the certainty of seeing David again in a few mo- 
ments, she understood that Barth was already cal- 
culating on what he could offer Rhoda Kramer, 
and how soon. 

" I was going to duck out of the game a week 
back," he said with a rueful smile, " but, hang it 
all, I'm broke and there's nothing else in sight. If 
I felt to-day the way I did a week ago I'd ride the 
rods to Chicago and get a railroad publicity job 
there that I can have for the asking, but — I don't 
want to leave New York," — and he gave a help- 
less laugh. " That's what it does to us. Miss 
Welles. From now on I guess I'll be the worst 
salary coward that ever walked." 

He said good-by and turned off towards the 
Truth office on Broadway, his chin well up and a 
new youth in his stride. Edith hoped he'd get his 
raise. But, more than that, she hoped that he'd 



Digitized by 



Google 



I90 GO FORTH AND FIND 

make Rhoda Kramer think more about huh than 
about David Rix. As she went into the elevator 
to go up to the office she found the dark girl there. 

Now, until Edith Welling set foot in that ele- 
vator, the personality of Rhoda Kramer had been 
a matter of no importance at all. Not even while 
the newspaper man had been singing her praises, 
with his shrewd surmises mixed in, had she done 
n^uch more than concur and hope, silently, that 
Miss Kramer wouldn't go too hard or too fast. 
But now that she was face to face with the woman 
she suddenly felt the presence of antagonism in 
both of them. A week before she'd detected Miss 
Rhoda setting her traps and constructing her dead- 
falls for a certain person and hadn't cared much 
about it, but this morning — Well, life can 
change over night, and this morning Edith Well- 
ing knew that Fate had entered her in a rather 
important race and, like every other daughter of 
Eve since the world began, she promptly tried to 
beat the starting pistol. 

" I've just walked up the street with Mr. 
Barth," she remarked, to let the other know she 
had some ammunition. 

" Yes? " said Miss Kramer, with a politely ris- 
ing inflection, and Edith heard the signal go out 
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to mobilize immediately. She waited to hear what 
Rhoda would say, for the dark girl knew pre- 
cisely where Barth lived just as she knew that 
Edith could tell Rix with whom she'd gone to the 
theater. (Do not, dear reader, regard this as 
overly subtle. Woman's instinct is the only really 
instantaneous force in Nature. The picture, the 
malicious combination, the cabal, the pregnant 
situation, is seen, and — Zip/ Oh, " zip " is too 
slow. The warning was heard at least ten words 
ago.) In effect, she had put Rhoda in a position 
where she'd have to carry water on both shoulders. 

** Yes," said Miss Kramer, and balanced things 
beautifully. " He's a very interesting man — 
though hardly in a hired bathing suit." And then, 
in smooth tones, '* I understand you have rooms itjl 
the same house." 

pThe elevator door opened then and the dark girl 
stepped out and made her usual graceful entrance. 
But the seemingly innocent sentence, as it fell from 
her curved lips, turned into a hideous serpent, 
writhing and hissing and stinging. Down to the 
very core of her heart Edith suddenly felt deathly 
sick. And thus is war declared. 

As a general thmg the B. & B. office on a Satur^ 
day morning was given over principally to tying 
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up the week's loose ends. This morning, it was 
true, a Sunday paper had worked a mild excite- 
ment by sending proof of a Mendelssohn " Sale 
Ad '' with the cuts " Ben Dayed " out of all sem- 
blance to publicity and weird errors in the set-up, 
but after that work dragged perceptibly and Sadie 
Greenberg could murmur over the telephone to 
" Mister Levy '' to her heart's content. Mr. 
Hamill stopped rumpling his hair for adjectives 
and sat on the corner of Mr. Babbitt's desk and 
talked golf scores, and Mr. Coates's deft pencil 
descended to idle caricatures of the President of 
the Egg-Nuts Company in the character of an 
Egg-Nuts " Binkie." The " Binkie " was a crea- 
tion of Mr. Coates's artistic brain, hopefully de- 
signed to keep the Egg-Nuts account out of the 
hungry clutches of the Acker-Einstein Agency of 
Chicago, and every one knew that every one else 
was secretly depending on it. All through the 
past week they'd worked hard on the new Egg- 
Nuts plan, drawings and copy, and now that it 
had been submitted there was nothing but routine 
work to occupy their fertile minds. To tell the 
truth, the breakfast food account was the most 
profitable thing in the Babbitt & Barclay shop, and 
the thought of losing it to the Acker-Einstein ]pi- 
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'rates sent cold shivers down their spines. But 
now they were so tired of thinking about it that 
they'd got to chaffing. 

" Say what you like, Coates," Mr. Babbitt re- 
marked, rocking back in his chair. " I contend 
it's a serious mistake to make the Binkie cross- 
eyed. Who, I ask you, are the real consumers of 
Egg-Nuts? Children, aren't they? Who, by 
the way, can't help themselves. Do we want the 
Binkie making them look cross-eyed at their most 
important article of diet? " 

" You don't get me," said Coates, defensively. 
" The Binkie isn't really cross-eyed. He's only 
rolling his eyes with delight. Child statistics 
prove that out of every thousand children under 
the age of ten, nine hundred and thirty-three roll 
their eyes at the sight of food." 

" And these choice rhymes of yours, Hamill,'* 
Babbitt went on. "What should be done to 
them — besides kill them? 

*' What funny little man is this, 

So twinkling-cyed with joy, 

Who loves to munch those flakes so crisp? 

*Tis Egg-Nuts' Binkie Boy/'' 

" Say I Can't you just see that fat-headed 
Board of Directors rolling that poetic morsel un- 
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der their tongues, and then swallowing it to the 
tune of four hundred thousand cold, iron dollars 
in back covers and colored inserts? Oh, Gussiel " 
shuddered Mr. Babbitt. " And we actually tell 
them to do it!" 

" A taste for really high-class poetry is expen- 
sive," Hamill said, reflectively. " If those solid 
ivories in the Egg-Nuts bunch had ever stopped 
to acquire it in early youth they'd be walking the 
streets with a tray, so they oughtn't to complain 
at the cost. Heigho," he yawned nervously. " I 
wonder how soon they'll decide," 

"Humph," grunted Mr. Babbitt, as he put 
his horn-rimmed spectacles away and took a pack- 
age of small manila envelopes out of the safe 
behind him. "How * quickly' — not how 
* soon.' " After which he made a slow circuit 
of the office and unobtrusively distributed the 
week's wages. 

Over in the corner Mr. Rix, as one person 
couldn't help noticing, was standing at his desk 
staring out of the window. When Mr. Babbitt 
laid his envelope down beside him he accepted it 
mechanically and dropped it in his pocket without 
looking at it — Edith was surprised to see him 
treat such a vital matter so cavalierly. 
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She wondered if he, like herself, was thinking 
about yesterday — or whether it Bad all passed out 
of his head and he was constructing the farewell 
letter of " Helene/' Though they hadn't had a 
chance to exchange more than a smile and a nod, 
the sight of that tall figure every time she raised 
her eyes brought her a thrill of exultation over the 
way he'd revealed himself to her. She knew 
that he knew that she'd never tell those around 
them what had taken place on the way home from 
the Villa, but while she cuddled her secret to her- 
self she couldn't help picturing the heightened 
respect with which B. & B. would regard their 
unassuming assistant if they only knew. Some- 
times, as she glanced up at his mild, thoughtful 
face, she wondered if it had ever really happened 
— he seemed so much the reverse of combative- 
ness. And then her picture would come back to 
her with a rush and she'd see him in his shirt 
sleeves with the moonlight glittering in his strong, 
steady eyes. 

As she thought of all these things it grew harder 
every hour to keep her secret. She wanted to go 
to Mr. Babbitt and big Tom Barclay and tell them 
that there was some one in their office who could 
better be employed in creating ideas and writing 
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copy than wasting his time over card files and 
ledgers. David Rix was his name — Yes, their 
bookkeeper. But he wasn^t a real bookkeeper 
because he was a playwright — and a fighter. 
The only thing he wouldn't fight for, perhaps, 
would be a chance at somethinjg new in their office. 
He'd go his quiet way for weeks and months with- 
out their discovering him. And then, some day, 
he'd give them the surprise of their lives. 

This, at least, was the intelligible part of what 
she thought, for the rest of it was something she 
could only dream over. Sweet warmth flooded 
her heart at the memory of a look, the sound of a 
deep voice, the quick seeking of her arm as they 
came to a dark crossing. But better than these 
were the wondrous multitude of blissful things she 
couldn't analyze. The ineffable sweetness of sym- 
pathy was among them, with its infinite promise — 
the slowly gathering knowledge that there was 
one in the world who found life's chief delight 
in sharing her thoughts and in giving her his own 
for interpretation. When she talked with David 
Rix it was as if their thoughts had been two rest- 
less mountain brooks which, when they joined, 
subsided into peaceful flow through some quiet 
meadow. And so she dreamed her dream and 
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didn't compare him with any one else she had 
known before she'd started on her amazing adven- 
ture because she had known long, long ago that 
David Rix, for all his occupation and whatever 
his source, was her own kind. 

It was twelve o'clock now and Edith let her 
machine down into her desk and went to put on 
her hat. Coates and Hamill had gone long since 
and the door was just sliding shut on Mr. Barclay 
and Mr. Babbitt, who still looked doubtful about 
the Binkie. Lucy Millman had hurried away to 
the Hospital which Charley Robertson was going 
to leave that afternoon, and Miss Greenberg was 
off for Brighton Beach, where " Mister Levy " 
who, it seemed, was a producer in a small way, 
was putting on a sketch. Edith, coming badk to 
earth with a jolt, realized that she had nowhere 
to spend the afternoon and — she hadn't yet 
spoken to David. It needed only a glance, how- 
ever, to inform her that his belated fussing with 
books and papers, since his hat and stick were on 
his desk, was only his way of wasting time so that 
he could leave when she did. Her eyes grew 
bright and she nodded, moving towards the ele- 
vator. Then she felt Rhoda Kramer pass behind 
her in the direction of Rix's desk and knew, in a 
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flash, that the dark girl was on her bold way to 
make a suggestion for the afternoon. 

It needed just that to settle the matter once and 
forever for Edith Welling. Say what you like, 
Mesdames et Messieurs, when one voluntarily 
descends from the lofty pinnacle of ten millions 
capital for naive competition with resourceful 
Miss Fifteen-a-week there can be little trusting 
in the finicky and dainty if one would win. No 
time then for faint-hearted inaction or delicately 
shaded subtleties. 'Tis a hasty clutch for the club 
or the battle-ax — and bring it down hard. 

With Rhoda Kramer^s back to her and David's 
face luckily turned her way every drop of disdain- 
ful, timid Welling blood turned completely and 
utterly into fighting Welles. She never knew what 
dire things her eyes told him, but at least she gave 
him an imperative gesture and a furious shake of 
her head. What? Snatch her "fellow'* away 
from her, right under her own eyes? Not much, 
Miss K. — not much I 

He didn't give any sign, either then or later, 
that he'd caught the message, but as they went 
down in the elevator without the dark girl she 
knew that he had. ^ ♦ 

Once in the street the bold, daring Welles in 
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her never faltered, but looked him over from top 
to toe. The new suit which he'd somehow ac- 
quired since last night was almost too good-look- 
ing. Such a suit, she knew instinctively, had never 
been bought " off the pile." This suit had been 
made to order. 

He caught the look of wonder and grew em- 
barrassed. ** I — I was pretty lucky," he said, 
and turned red. " You'd never know, would you ? 
It's pretty nearly new and almost a fit." 

And then the girl remembered that there were 
other places besides tailor shops where one might 
obtain a tailored suit — if one could stand wear- 
ing cast-off clothes. She bit her lip. 

But: whether it was the new suit, or the experi- 
ence of the night before, or the effect of her bold 
maneuver of a moment ago she quickly found that 
to-day there was a new David. He wasn't a whit 
less amiable, but there was a force in him which, 
previously, had been lacking. 

" Here's the Subway. Do you know where 
we're going?" he said, deciisively. "We're 
going to skip down town, you and I, and have a 
nice, cool luncheon on top of a tall building I 
know, and then we're going to take the Staten 
Island boat and sit on the bank down at Fort 
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Wadsworth and watch the ships come in. No 
refusals/' he warned, laughingly, and she saw that 
this new David wouldn't take " no " for an 
answer. " I'll promise not to get you into any 
fights to-day. Oh, the expense? " he said at her 
lifted eyebrows. " Hang the expense I Haven't 
I just been paid? And isn't the sun shining? 
And isn't this Saturday afternoon? Besides, I've 
run up against a dreadful snag in the play and I 
need your help.'* 

^ My help, Mr. Rix?" 

" Yes. Yours. I don't know just what I'll do 
without you." 

The Eve in her listened — and drank it in. 

" But — but suppose I have another engage- 
ment, Mr. Rix?" 

" Oh, but you canU! '' he said, with quick fright. 
" You please must come. I — I'm depending on 
you." 

Again she demurred. The too-furious ges- 
ture at the elevator must be atoned for. 

" But what can I ever say if I break this en- 
gagement?" she asked with solemn eyes. 
" Would you like it if I broke one with youf ** 
This was in the Millman best Bronx style and well 
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done for a beginner for she saw it actually workl 
\ " N-o-0-0-0/* he said hollowly, and rolled his 
head. ** Can't say that I would, exactly. In 
fact, I'd be raging. But that isn't the point." 

" Well, Mr. Rix — what is the point? " This 
was almost childish. But still — it worked I She 
was shivering with joy. 

" The point «/' ^^ said with savage earnest- 
ness, " that you've just got to spend the afternoon 
with me. If you don't I'll surely run down to the 
dock and leap into the drink. Here I haven't 
had a chance to say a single word to you all 
day—" 

Ah I It's a word, after all, on which happiness 
depends. Food is good' and drink is good and a 
kiss is said to be sweet, but give us the honeyed 
word that brightens the eye and warms the heart* 
and sets the mad blood to leaping — frankly be- 
cause we can never have enough of it. 

" And so (very slowly) you think perhaps I can 
help you a little with the play? " 

" If you only would/^ he urged hopefully. 

" And you'll promise not to be angry if I have 
to break an engagement with you some day to 
make up for this one? " 



Digitized by 



Google 



202 GO FORTH AND FIND 

" Oh-h-h, help I *' he groaned, at this new diffi- 
culty. "Give me airl No I I won't forgive 
you for anything unless you go with me now." 

"You'U feel very badly?'' 

" rU die." 

"At once?" 

"Yes. Now." 

" WeU, then," with a long sigh, " I see I'll have 
to go." At which they both burst out laughing. 
But the new footing was there. 

They lunched, as he'd said they would do, on 
the top floor of a down-town building so lofty 
that Edith thought that with a good glass she 
might almost see old Mr. Rainey over in Phila- 
delphia. A momentary pang of remorse came 
over her. It wasn't hard to picture the old gen- 
tleman's continuing anxiety, although he must 
know, from her semi-weekly letters, that she was 
both safe and happy, and if it hadn't been for the 
practical certainty of meeting people she knew, 
she would have long ago gone over to reassure 
him. At the same time, it occurred to her that 
since Mr. Rainey often sent her things to sign, 
he could as well come to see her as she could go 
to see him. At least, he knew her street number 
even if he didn't know exactly what she was at or 



Digitized by 



Google 



CX) FORTH AND FIND 203 

who her friends were or how she amused herself. 
Edith thought his lack of knowledge must be very 
disconcerting. If he were a younger, brisker man 
he'd undoubtedly know all about her even if he 
bad to use a detective. Poor innocent old Mr. 
Rainey I 

The lunch was remarkable in Edith's eyes for 
two things, these being the size of the check and 
the fact that she hardly knew what she'd eaten. 
Perhaps in time some shrewd restaurateur will 
invent a dejeuner des amants — indestructible, 
like a Raines Law sandwich — and make millions. 
But Rix paid without a sign of distress and gave a 
tremendous tip. 

"David/'* she breathed — and promptly 
turned furiously pink. She'd said it once before, 
she remembered, but that was excusable. If he 
took advantage now of her slip — Still, she 
didn't know that she'd terribly object. It would 
depend. 

"That's perfectly all right, Miss Welles," he 
said, with huge amusement, whereat she was sorry 
he hadn't. " If a tip will make you like a fresh 
wild rose — ^" 

" You know it wasn't that." 

" That what? You've left off something." 
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"— that,D-Da.David." 

And the wild rose bloomed again. 

To most people, we suspect, the Municipal 
Ferry to Staten Island exists only as a vehicle for 
daily commuting and there are no surroundings 
or views which these callous persons will not Insult 
with their newspapers and cards and even criminal 
sleep. But it was all new to Edith that shining 
summer's afternoon and even to her companion 
the choppy little waves tumbling about had never 
seemed such a shinunermg blue nor the sky so 
cloudless. With the towering pile of the city 
behind them and the joyous shrieks of the excur- 
sionists on the big white side-wheelers fading from 
their ears the parade ground of Governor's Island 
lay on the water to their left like a great cotk 
float. Soldiers were maneuvering on the big 
brown flat and a dun-winged seaplane, with a 
fiercely chattering motor, was trying to rise from 
the water close inshore. They watched the big 
bird wordlessly until It cleared the surface by 
invisible progressions and, suddenly, was diminish- 
ing with amazing speed into the gray distance 
under the Bridge. 

On the other side, they saw the Immigrant Sta- 
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tion and brick Hospital buildings of Ellis Island, 
with Liberty nearby, and, up the Hudson, the 
piers and grain elevators and cobwebbed yellow 
sticks of the shipping along the Jersey shore. 
Around them a score of rusty, battered freighters, 
each looking as if it had a story to tell, lay at 
anchor, with broad red bands above the water to 
show they waited cargo, while lumber schooners, 
with high-piled decks and creaking spars, swelled 
out patched sails and butted through the slapping 
cross currehts. And across every line of travel 
puffing tugs roved alone or hauled manfully at 
square-nosed scows with impossibly small hawsers 
tvhich, somehow, never broke. 

*' Back in the country a white cat in a window 
counts ' ten,' '' David said. " You can have the 
same count for a tug if the deckhand isn't empty- 
ing something overside out of a bucket." 

" If I were a man I'd be a sailor," the girl said. 
" Isn't it curious that most of us back in the city 
completely forget the myriad things that are con- 
stantly going on down here — you might think 
New York was in the middle of a prairie. Why 
doesn^t some W. W. Jacobs write stories about 
our harbor^ with its little boats and captains and 
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mates and sweethearts? Here's the biggest new 
story-telling field in the world, — and nobody's 
touched it.'* 

"Well," David said, "there is a chap who's 
trying it now. Name is * Hewitt.' I've read one 
or two." 

"Are they good?" 

" Not very," and he smiled faintly. " I under- 
stand he's putting in most of his time on a play." 

" David Rix," the girl said, wamingly. " Un- 
less I cure you of the habit of accomplishing things 
and then forgetting to tell people about them I'll 
inform on you at Babbitt & Barclay's and have you 
promoted into a position where you'll really have 
to work instead of meekly writing down records 
of what some other man did. Why^ please, didn't 
you sign your own name? " 

" What name ? Rix — you mean ? " 

"Of course I mean Rix," was the indignant 
answer. " How many names have you, sir? " 

He seemed confused and then — 

"Er — two," he said, with attempted bland- 
ness. 

"Yes. I see. * David' and * Rix.' But — 
will you promise me faithfully to sign your right 
name after this? Or shall I tell Mr. Barclay 
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youVc the new white hope, as the man in the motor 
car said ? *' 

"rU — ni do whatever you think best," he 
answered nervously. " But there were reasons — 
rather hard to explain — you wouldn't under- 
stand." 

" There are a number of things I don't under- 
stand," Edith said, and it was plain she meant 
they were all connected with himself, " and I'm 
not going to bother about them because they'll 
clear themselves up some day, but I think it's high 
time you began to appreciate yourself. And that's 
not flattery. That's real honest anger ! " 

"Yes. I know. I've got to do better," he 
said, almost humbly. " I'm an awful goat." 

She looked at him sharply. Was he making 
fun of her? 

" Which isn't at all what I meant," she retorted. 
" I'm not at all pastoral and so can't argue about 
goats, but here's the world waiting for a new story 
teller and I want you to — to * butt in.' " 

The slip and the Ferry House and the usual 
uncertainty as to which train to take, which ended 
in interrupting a shouting uniform and receiving 
the customary unintelligible reply and then taking 
a chance, and presently they were rushing down 
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the Staten Island shore In a sooty little train past 
ramshackle wharves and chowder parks and hot 
bathing beaches reeking with beer. Then they 
drew away from the atmosphere of clam and 
wharf rat and plunged into the lovely green coun- 
try, racketing along through little patches of sun- 
shiny woods and luscious green fields while Edith, 
with the wind playing tricks with her bright hair, 
laughed at the cinders and frankly clung to her 
open window. May you, too, dear reader, some 
day have the courage to shirk the duties of ten 
millions and ride away into the happy unknown 
with destination and time and conventionality and 
all other earthly clogs put out of mind by the near- 
ness of the one person you care for. 

They left the train at a little station in a green 
banked cut and walked the few blocks to the gate 
of the Post. There a tall young private in olive 
green with a gun on his shoulder suspended his 
methodical pacing and indicated a desire to con- 
verse with them. 

" Confess we're spies," Edith whispered. 
^' Fm quite sure I look like a Japanese,'' and she 
bowed sweetly and walked in. 

** Oh," said the sentry, relieved. " Going to 
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call on a friend? " and resumed his constitutional. 

They went up a little slope and turned into Offi- 
cers' Row. The sounds of the train and the city 
had long since faded. The doors and windows 
of the vine-hung cottages all were trustingly open 
and calm-eyed army wives rocked and sewed on 
the verandas while fat Army babies rolled on the 
close clipped lawns. On a tennis court, a desul- 
tory game of mixed doubles was taking place ac- 
companied by much slow searching for lost balls 
and languid disputes as to the score. The drowsy 
atmosphere of the Post seemed more like that of 
peace than war. Then they came to the edge of 
the great terrace and Edith gave a cry of surprise 
and joy. 

They were at the Narrows. At their feet the 
terrace dropped down to the blurred, grass grown 
bastions ot the old-time fort, then came the bottlers 
neck of blue water where a steel-gray destroyer 
hung at anchor with the heat eddying liquidly from 
her stacks and the sun hot on her brasses and, on 
the other side, the dark foliage and yellow sands 
of the low lying Bay Ridge shore. Far up the 
misty harbor to their left they glimpsed the gray 
web of the Bridge and, hanging in the smoky dis- 
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tance, the towers of the city, a fairy vision of 
famtly gleaming domes and minarets that seemed 
to float above the water like a mirage. 

A little farther up the knoll, beyond the flag- 
staff, a still greater picture opened out in relief — 
the far, blue highlands of the Navesink on the one 
hand, the golden sand-spit of Seagate and Coney 
Island on the other — between the two, a clear, 
fair path to open sea. They sat down there, in 
the sweet scented grasses on the sun-warmed bank, 
for this, the girl knew, had been his goal. 

For a long time they were wordless. After a 
while he pointed silently with his stick. Miles 
away in the curve of the Long Island shore she 
saw a score of tiny sailboats. Luffing and jibing, 
they scudded erratically here and there, like snowy 
petals blown about a pool until the same idea 
seemed to seize on all at once and they lined up 
and bore steadily off in a line of gleaming triangles 
bending to the breeze, only to round an invisible 
stake boat and promptly begin their amusing little 
dance again. 

" If they'd only stop playing tag and come 
right across on one tack,'' Edith murmured. 
" They're so foolishly happy they're vexing." 

" They don't know we're here," he murmured 
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back. After another long moment he pointed 
again. 

Up from the shimmering sea a ship was com- 
ing. Steadily, silently, — like a wordless messen- 
ger who looks neither to the right nor to the left — 
the traveler from another shore was cleaving a 
pathway to her goal. Up out of the unknown 
with some strange purpose all her own she was 
holding steadfastly on her course, with unchanging 
speed, growing larger and clearer and bringing 
a feeling of inexorability in her approach. To 
the girl, watching moment after moment, it seemed 
as if the city behind them and all those shining 
shores were fast asleep — as if this beautiful big 
ship were the only living thing — creeping up on 
them pregnant with some vital message from over- 
seas. Nearer and nearer the great steamer came, 
with her white upper works and her clean yellow 
spars gleaming in the softening light, till a tug 
slipped out from the shore to meet her and the 
noble stranger slackened speed and hung in the 
channel while the quarantine officer went on 
board. 

" To me a ship is like an adventuring woman,'' 
David said. " Going out to see the wide, wide 
world and learn the ways of foreign parts but 
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always, when she's taken on enough of strange 
cargo, bringing It all home again. That's why a 
ship could never be anything but a ' she.' A ship 
must have her port and a woman must have her 
home." 

'^And what happens to the ship that turns 
tramp and hasn't any port, Mr. Rix? " 

" What happens to a woman? A small adven- 
ture is good — or a straight voyage. But too 
many adventures or too many barnacles and 
started seams and one Is ready for the dry-dock 
while the other needs — " 

"The manicurist and the coifeuse/* She 
smiled down at his long length, stretched out 
among the waving grasses and wondered what this 
dear friend with the sadly puzzling future would 
say if he only knew. Would he think it was time 
her ship started back to port? Or might it still 
roam these sununer seas. If it had a new owner? 

" But can't a woman find and prove herself just 
like a man?" So Allaire had said. She'd see 
what this man thought. 

" She can — as a luxury," he smiled. " But, 
for a man it's a necessity." 

" You don't mean that a man must. You mean 
he ought.** 
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"Yes. Ow^A/ — before he involves any one 
else's life with his." 

" Then," said she, beginning thoughtfully to 
braid three unimportant blades of grass, " he owes 
comparatively nothing to himself unless he expects, 
we'll say, to marry and make or mar some other 
personV existence ? " 

"That's a little strong," he objected, "and 
you've got away, too, from what he always owes 
society, because every one's life aflFects at least pne 
other. What I mean is this: an honorable man 
won't try to appropriate a woman's life unless 
he's sure of himself." 

Very simple. Very clean He had said it, too, 
without effort at emphasis and without impor- 
tance, as if it were a truth that needed no argu- 
ment. And, if she accepted it, as apparently he 
expected her to do, there was an end to the sub- 
ject for all time. An end, too, to many other 
things. 

So she placidly braided her three blades of grass 
and watched him light his first cigarette and 
hummed a thoughtful little tune and finally smiled 
to herself. For she had him. 

" That may be all very true, but I'm afraid I 
don't care for your ' honorable ' man," she said, 
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looking out to tea. *' Why do you persist in mak- 
ing him so colossally conceited? " 

" Conceited? " he asked, puzzled. 

" Yes/* she said, calmly, " Not only onmip- 
otent, but also omniscient. And you were lead- 
ing me to think he was so modest, too. I think 
that is going it * strong.' " 

" I'm still groping," he confessed, and turned 
his length over so that he could look up at her 
face. 

" Why," she said with a faint smile, " you put 
his future entirely in his own hands — something, 
to put mildly, that isn't allowed by this year's 
rules. You give him the truly remarkable power 
to peer into the future and say — * I can plainly 
see that I'll never amount to anything — I can 
see straight ahead of me for fifty years.' What 
IS this man of yours — a crystal gazer? 

" And here's the omnipotence with which you 
clothe him. You make him impervious to every 
outside influence. You take away all power of 
men and things to change his course from this un- 
fortunate end he's mapped out for himself. You 
make him stronger than Fate. Aren't you afraid 
he'll have a swelled head? " 

Her eyes, sharp with irony, fell on him and saw 
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a smile widen across his thoughtful face. Pres- 
ently he was shaking with helpless laughter. 
" Go on,'* he said. " I'm caught — or nearly 



SO. 



** You have no right to laugh," she said, and 
he grew sober again. " Who ever told you that 
this so-honorable gentleman of yours could figure 
his career out like a problem in mathematics? 
Can't he leave any of it to Growth and Chance? 
Do you suppose that the matter of marriage 
throughout the earth is governed exclusively by 
the man's hopes and fears? How long would 
the world last under such an arrangement? 
Haven't you forgotten Nature? The people 
who fall in love and marry without thought for 
the future may be just as wise in their ignorance 
as your man is ignorant in his wisdom." 

She paused. Should she tell him that no man 
could be a just judge of his own ability — that 
the woman often saw power in him which he 
didn't realize? Her eyes fell on the ship below 
them. The tug was casting off now. Across the 
water came the faint tinkle of a belj. Slowly the 
great bulk got under way and moved steadily up 
the channel. The tug came back to shore. Once 
before a ship had come across the seas but the 



Digitized by 



Google 



2i6 GO FORTH AND FIND 

unknown shores those hundreds of years ago had 
been on this side. 

"The truly brave man leaves some of it to 
Chance — it makes his bravery greater," the girl 
remarked significantly and thought she'd said 
enough for one day. "Aheml The Class in 
American history will now recite. In the year of 
our Lord, Fourteen hundred and Ninety-two — " 

" 0-h-hrh,'' he groaned, " Fm in for it now. 
But I'll take my beating, truly I will." 

"No. Not another word," she said briskly. 
"And, now, sir, tell me at once. What is the 
matter with the play? " 

" Oh 1 The play," and he sat up and searched 
his pocket for his manuscript. " Why, Tm puz- 
zled about something in this last scene. If you 
remember — " He ruffled the pages hunting for 
the place. 

" I remember every bit." 

"Well, then, how is Helene — who hasn't 
known that her mother is really innocent of love 
for our rounder friend, Haight, — to see that her 
mother has put herself under suspicion simply to 
save her from Haight, although it may cost her 
her own happiness and good name? How will 
she know if her mother doesn't say so? " 
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Edith pohdered. 

" It seems to me your trouble lies deeper,*' she 
said. "The mother, even if turned out of the 
house, would never go away with Haight, because, 
in the first place, she doesn't love him and in the 
second place because he's injured her beyond re- 
pair. And it's also too much to think that Haight 
wants her because he's just angrily unveiled her 
past. These two things, therefore, would allow 
the mother to tell the truth, so I don't think 
Helene need do anything but plead with the father 
to forgive her mother. Meantime, before tell- 
ing the truth about Haight, the mother waits to 
see if there is any love for her in her husband's 
heart, which, I might remark, she would rather 
wish to know. When she sees him put her 
daughter coldly aside and hears him turn and 
revile herself she begins her defense by accusing 
Haight — only to find Haight laughing at her. 
Why? Because there isn't any way to prove that 
he made love to her, and wanted her to run away I 
In the husband's eyes, then, the mother is only 
trying to cover up old sins. Furthermore, the 
mother doesn't know that her daughter over- 
heard Haight's plan to run away, so she realizes 
that she stands discredited. Then, suddenly, she 
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remembers the letter that Helenc wrote Ityou*!! 
have to go back and work that into her possession 
in some way) and asks the girl why she wrote 
it Helene, overcome with shame for her 
mother, is unwilling to tell, but her mother finally 
forces her to confess it was because she had seen 
Haight and her mother together. For a mo- 
ment this makes matters look still worse for the 
mother for, in the husband^s eyes, it only un- 
covers another deceit. Almost instantly, how- 
ever, the burden of sin shifts to Haight, as that 
gentleman well knows. He sees he has been un- 
masked and tries to get away. Then the mother 
tells the truth as to her plan for saving Helene and 
the husband sees it all. After that comes the 
struggle, the shot and all the rest as you've written 
it.*' She paused, all in a glow, and smiled down 
at him waiting his verdict. 

" Perfectly bully/ '' he cried. " You've made 
it all straight as a string. Just let me at it again 
to-night and to-morrow and I'll have it all done 
by Monday morning and can have it typed. I 
knew you'd do it," he said. 

He put the play away in his pocket. A silence 
fell between theni. The steamer had disappeared 
up the harbor but in her place a big, white side- 
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wheeler from Coney Island churned by, her decks 
packed with happy humanity. 

" We'll have to try that some day soon/' he 
said. ** I haven't been down there for ages. 
It's a great place for the child of the multitude." 

Edith thought of Johnny Sleppout and won- 
dered if he'd ever been to Coney. She told 
David about him and about Miss Liza and Mr. 
Pascoe. 

" Bring him along," David said. " Bring Miss 
Liza, too." 

" Half and half, Mr. Spendthrift," she warned. 
" Or I won't even go with you alone. But I wish 
you'd tell me why Miss Gerrity kept her kindness 
to Johnny a secret." 

David had come back to his position below her 
on the hillside where he could look up in her face. 
Her hand lay near his in the grass. For just a 
moment she felt it imprisoned. 

" Because, dear lady, most good people in this 
world prefer to hide their kindnesses — just as 
they who have the least give the most." 

There was a strange quiver in his deep tones 
— something that gave her warning just as, a 
week before, she had been warned on the train. 
And, in the same way, there was her helplessness 
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before Fate, with the only difference that there 
was nothing frightening In this — only the sudden 
gravity of a moment when that which might 
change the whole of existence seemed hanging 
over. 

" I don't think I understand," she said faintly 
and had to meet his eyes. She read in them, if 
she had ever read anything in a man's eyes, that 
he wanted to hold that now lonely hand forever. 

'' Edith," the man said suddenly, and his face 
grew as quickly crimson as hers. *' You haven't 
anything and yet you ^ve. You give to Lucy 
Millman. You give to Barth. You give to me. 
If I ask at the house where you live I'll find that 
you give yourself there, too. And you'll always 
^ve — not sometimes your money but always 
your time and your thought and your sympathy 
— until some man gives you all that wealth o| 
earthly possessions you deserve and then you'll 
straightway begin giving again." 

They were quite alone on the hill top, but the 
world was well forgotten. A gentle summer's 
wind pulsed over the knoll and stirred the sweet, 
warm grasses around them, but they did not feel 
it or hear it. Her wondering dark eyes were 
soft on his and helpless. Her lips were mute. 
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Her hand was in prison again. It grew very still. 

" You are the finest and the loveliest woman 
God ever made," the man said simply. " I love 
you. I could no more help loving you than I 
could help breathing or feeling. I have loved 
you from the day I saw you. Please God, I'll 
love you till my days are done. 

** How can I be brave enough to say it I You 
are to me the utmost that a woman can be in 
loveliness of mind and body and spirit Be- 
cause you are that I am ashamed that I should 
ask you to listen. I am only telling you now be- 
cause I am a coward. I've broken my promise 
to myself. For, what can I possibly offer you 
that compares with yourself? Do you think that 
I haven't loved you from the start? Why, 
Edith," he said, with a little catch in his voice, 
and their eyes clung together in a mist, " I fol- 
lowed you secretly into that office months ago 
simply so as to find work somewhere near you. 
Bookkeeper? Why, I'm no more of a trained 
bookkeeper than my cane is. But when I saw you 
I knew I'd dig all my life in a ditch if that were 
necessary. You are my ideal. You are the 
source of every hot)e I have. You always have 
been. You always will be." 



Digitized by 



Google 



222 GO FORTH AND FIND 

'' David I David I " she whi^ered, through 
her sweet tears. 

*' I am a coward,'' he said again. He sat be- 
side her now and her hand lay at rest in his. The 
warm wind played over them and stirred the 
grasses. The light grew softer. The shining 
shores at their feet were set in silver. " I swore 
to myself months ago that I'd never breathe a 
word of this to you until Fd first made something 
of myself — had something to offer. But you 
have been too much for me. I ought to have 
known you'd win." 

" I hurt you, David," she said, very low. " I 
hurt you when I wouldn't agree about first being 
sure of yourself." 

** I love you," was his answer. It covered all 
that she might ever do. "I've been trying to 
keep it away, but it's proved stronger than I am. 
Your way was right, it seems. I — I have ac- 
cepted it. Don't think I'm afraid of not measur- 
ing up to it now. I shall because I must. But 
how — how could I tell you before?" 

Her dark eyes looked up to him out of a soft 
mist and her lips grew tremulous. She asked 
one simple question. / 

" Didn't you love me, David?" 
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For answer he gathered her, swaying, into the 
curve of his arm. Two hearts stood still. But 
nearer and ever nearer came the bright head and 
drooping eyelids and trembling lips until, in the 
perfect silence there above their little world, she 
learned all he would say in their first kiss. 

Dusk was coming to the knoll when they left it 
The sunset gun had boomed long since. The flag 
had dropped down the tall staff behind them. 
Down in the curve of the shore where the regatta 
had been the little sailboats had all fluttered home. 

She stood for a moment on the brink of the 
terrace with her hand in his and looked her last 
on purpled headland and dimming shores and 
shining sea. Her little voyage of adventure was 
almost finished. She had sailed bravely out to 
test the tempest and bring back what cargo the 
gods might decide. Of cargo, true enough, she 
had a heartful, but of her destiny she found now 
that she was only half owner, for they had chosen 
to give her a new and a strange home port and 
had put the tiller in another's hands. 

She whispered good-by to it all under her 
breath — a wistful good-by to sea and opal sky 
and sun-warmed hill. They two might come 
again to this spot but it would never be the same 
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for with the fading light were going all the old 
companions of her girlhood — its odd, sweet fan- 
tasies, its curious hopes and fears, its beautiful, 
foolish dreams. Something was going out of her 
never to return — somewhere out there 'twixt sky 
and sea all that had been left of the old Edith was 
vanishing into thin air and while she would have 
no regrets the pang of partition was keen enough 
to make her tighten unconsciously on his hand. 
She heard him murmur and felt his arm go round 
her. " I know — I know," he said. 

With those words all her uncertainties and half 
formed sadness seemed, suddenly, to pass away. 
Ahd she knew that he did know for the old David 
had been left there, too. 

They sat on the upper deck of the boat on their 
way home and were almost alone. Only three 
old musicians were near them, resting from their 
labors with their instruments, a flute, accordion and 
violin, lying across their threadbare knees. The 
shore faded into a low lying bank of darkness from 
which a giant factory stack stood up like a black 
finger against the yellow-shot horizon light. The 
twinkling blue points of the arc lamps began lin- 
ing out their invisible streets. Ahead of them, 
the vague, blue-gray mass of the city hung in the 
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sky like a group of ghosdy castles of unimagin- 
able size. 

After a time the old man with the flute, who 
had been watching the two with soft reflection in 
his eyes, murmured something to his companions 
and they nodded and began, very quietly, to play. 

It was an old, old song which the girl faintly 
remembered playing and singing with her chums 
at college in those days when sentiment was the 
only worth while thing in life — until the moment 
when the call of the tennis court or the golf course 
interfered. Little by little the refrain came back 
to her. She smiled a little at the aptness of the 
words. 

" There is a heart which Heav'n has made for Thcc, 
Go forth and find." 

Yes. She had done just that. She knew now 
what had been her real quest. She had gone forth 
to find that which Heaven had designed for her 
and, impossible as it might seem, had found it. 

When the song was over the three old men 
made no move to collect a donation but sat "iilent 
and presently put their instruments away. Edith 
turned in her chair with a smile and held out some- 
thing in her hand. 
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"No, kdy/' the old man with the flute an- 
swered. "We dond ask nuddings. Somedimes 
we Way for beeples pleasure joost because we like 
they should hear us Way." 

They went up Broadway in a surface car, a little 
tired and more than a little hungry. But there 
would be no dinner together to-night for Edith 
wanted to get home. Within the next few days 
she knew she must decide what she should tell 
David and, even more than that, she wanted to 
be alone. He seemed to understand her thoughts 
and she felt grateful. " Come to-morrow at 
four," she said. 

" You haven't my address," he said, presently. 
" I live on 27th Street," and he gave her the num- 
ber. " A man I know has given me the use of his 
rooms there for the summer. They're on the 
ground floor and really palatial/' 

It was the first time he'd mentioned where or 
how he lived and Edith was a little surprised. 

" I thought perhaps you lived on 20th Street, 
east of Fourth Avenue." 

" No," he said. " No. There's a place round 
there where I sometimes have my lunch. Until 
to-morrow, then, at four, I'll be working hard. 
From now on till the verdict is in, it's nothing 
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in the world but the play," he said with firm 
lips. 

" Yes, David,'* she answered, for she knew all 
that he meant. " But you must never despair." 

On one of the comers where the car stopped as 
they drew near home there was a gas-light a little 
way down the street, flaring out over the heads of 
a small crowd of men. In the middle of the crowd 
a man was standing on a box. A placard behind 
him said something about Socialism. 

Edith looked curiously and listened, for she'd 
often wondered what they had to say. Then a 
strong resemblance to some one in the orator's 
face and manner made her nudge David suddenly. 
They left the car and stood on the outskirts of the 
crowd. 

The orator proved to be a well dressed elderly 
man with a bald head and white mustache. The 
mustache, however, was far from convincing and 
as the girl tried to imagine whom he would look 
like if there were no mustache a familiar phrase 
caught her ear and she knew. 

It was Major Tapper. With his loathed day's 
work in Wall Street finished the argumentative 
Major had put the degrading bread-and-butter side 
of his existence in the background and was fairly 
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gorging himself on his secret and only pleasure — 
inveighing mightily and with canny wit against 
property and inequality and capitalistic crimes and 
money-made laws. 

She told David who the Major was as they 
walked across the few blocks to Miss Sally's and 
found him hugely amused. 

" Just another chap trying out the thing he likes 
best — on the quiet," he mused. " Nothing 
seems truer than that every one has his secret'* 
Then he looked down as she looked up, both with 
a whimsical question on their lips. They broke 
into irrepressible laughter. 

"Have youf'^ they said in one and the same 
breath. 

David tilted his head reflectively at the stars. 

" I thought to-day that I had one — but some 
one stole it away." 

And so they came into the last block and drew 
close to home. Down on the corner Johnny Sleep- 
out descried them with his fox-terrier eyes and 
waved his papers and the girl responded. Then 
her thoughts went back to the morning and she 
wondered if Archibald had done anything new 
to Zeke in her absence and what would be the out- 
come of Miss Kramer's attraction for Barth. At 
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Miss Sally's they looked up and saw some one sit- 
ting alone on the top step. He rose as they 
paused and came slowly down to meet them. It 
was the newspaper man. From his demeanor the 
girl quickly saw that something unfortunate had 
happened. He shook hands cordially with David 
but soon seemed unhappy again. He saw the 
question in their eyes and laughed shortly. 

" I had some great dreams this morning, I 
guess," he said to Edith, " but they've suffered the 
usual fate. I've lost my job." 
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CHAPTER VIII 

On Monday morning David, true to his sched- 
ule, brought his manuscript with him when he 
came to work. The play had been revised and 
corrected and Edith had planned to type it in the 
intervals between her various tasks. But she 
soon found that she wouldn't have much time that 
day or any other day, for Babbitt & Barclay had 
lately realized that if they lost the Egg-Nuts ad- 
vertising they would be in a bad way and so were 
casting anxiously about for other accounts they 
might handle and feverishly writing letters. In 
this state of affairs Edith considered turning it 
over to the public stenographer in their building, 
only to hesitate on account of the cost to David 
which, she knew, he would never allow her to de- 
fray. At the same time, submission of the play 
must not be delayed. 

So she finally decided to do what she could dur- 
ing the daytime and the rest after hours at night, 
with the result that the precious manuscript lay 
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much of the time on her desk with its copied sheets 
locked up in her drawer. It was true that David's 
name was carefully omitted from the title page but 
it occurred to her once or twice that if any one in 
the office scrutinized the handwriting of the origi- 
nal, he or she could probably make a shrewd guess 
as to the author. 

Meanwhile, there were many discussions as to 
how it should be marketed. 

" I don't see any reason at all why you shouldn't 
submit it to the biggest and best known producer 
you can find," Edith said stoutly as they sat to- 
gether Tuesday night at their little table d'hote. 
" They have to read simply oceans of bad plays, 
while yours is a good one. Let's send it to the 
best one right away.!' 

David had been thinking about a Literary 
Agent. 

" The Agent knows exactly what manager is 
looking for what," he said with ungrammatical 
clarity. ** If a producer has his mind fixed on war 
plays or * box-office ' farces he won't want Ameri- 
can * drammer,' and the knowledge of that fact 
makes the Agent a big time saver. I don't mind 
the commission," he added. 

At the thought of saving time Edith capitulated 
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at once but couldn't help remembering stories she'd 
heard about rascally agents. She thought, too, of 
how unwilling she'd be to entrust anything to 
Sadie Greenberg's friend Levy, who had an office 
in their building. " I'm only afraid some one will 
steal it," she said, at which David hooted, only to 
learn immediately that he'd have humbly to apolo- 
gize. 

" I wonder how our friend Barth is getting 
along," he said, after ja, thoughtful moment. 
" Has he found anything to do yet? " 

" He hasn't said," Edith answered, " but I don't 
imagine that he'll leave New York." 

She could have given her reason but she didn't 
care particularly to discuss women of Miss 
Kramer's type. Not snobbishness but instinct for 
self protection advised her of the wide difference 
between association, even mental, with a Lucy 
Millman and a Rhoda Kramer. As to Sadie 
Greenberg, there was nothing in that shrewd, me- 
tallic young woman's make-up to be either jorry 
for or interested in, although there was no deny- 
ing her efficiency or her eye to the main chance. 
Somehow, one knew that Sadie, even though she 
was a working girl, would emerge from the ruck 
by virtue of certain racial abilities and eventually 
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grow fat and have a home and a husband on upper 
Seventh Avenue and a motor car. 

On Wednesday the copying was nearly finished 
and when Edith left at five-thirty she decided not 
to go down to Tenth Street but to have her dinner 
at a restaurant nearby and come back to the office 
to type the last few pages. For that reason she 
didn't trouble to take the page she was working 
on out of her machine but let it down in her desk 
as it stood and put a sheet of paper and a paper- 
weight over the manuscript. The sheets already 
copied she locked up in her desk. David and 
some others were still in the office when she left 
but he'd said that he expected a caller that night 
at his " rooms '' so the way was clear for finishing 
up the work. 

In a way, too, Edith was glad to eat her dinner 
alone. She was very much perplexed as to what 
she should tell David about herself. As to their 
marriage, when she looked the matter squarely in 
the face without self-deception, she knew it would 
come when he had sold his play and not one day 
before. Her worry, then, lay in the fact that 
she'd begun to doubt if she could long keep her 
secret. It was well-nigh certain that Letty War- 
ren would be home before the end of three months 
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— in fact, Edith knew she couldn't keep her away 
any longer and there were also matters connected 
with the care of her property which she would 
have to attend to personally and at some little ex- 
penditure of time. The girl saw now quite clearly 
that while she might continue in Babbitt & Bar- 
clay's office for another month her vacation was 
nearly finished. 

But these personal matters were of no conse- 
quence whatever beside the stand that David would 
t^ke as to their future when once he learned the 
truth. He had said he would succeed because he 
must but if he'd been unwilling to tell her that he 
loved her merely because he hadn't been sure of 
his ability how could the small returns from a 
single play justify his marrying her when she told 
him to what she was heir? When she remem- 
bered what he'd said on such matters at various 
times she knew, without the shadow of a doubt, 
that such a confession would be full of danger for 
them both. 

At the same time she couldn't help smiling 
fondly to herself over his lovable obstinacy. She 
knew her David now and his sacrificial impulses, 
while uncomfortably distorted, like all other spirits 
of self immolation, only meant an unyielding code 
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which was, itself, the proof of more practical 
qualities which he would be likely to deny. 

It would not be truthful to say that Edith, in 
casting about for solutions to her problem, did not 
remind herself of a certain way within her power 
to find a quick market for David's play. What 
could possibly be simpler than to arrange through 
an Agent for its purchase by some well known 
producer ? Discovery could be made virtually im- 
possible and if the manager didn't want to put the 
play on after he'd bought it (with Philadelphia 
funds) why, there were any number of reasonable 
excuses he might offer. 

But Edith promptly rejected this thought just 
as she had done once before. She*d been very 
sure that Charley Robertson could be reinstated 
without the help of her checkbook and she knew 
just as positively that David Rix would sell his 
play. And so thinking she came to her final de- 
cision. She would say nothing whatever about 
herself to David and would stay on at Babbitt & 
Barclay's until necessity drove her back to Phila- 
delphia. She could make a shrewd guess as to 
how difficult this would be but she meant, never- 
theless, to try it. She would stake her happiness 
against the play. 
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' With her course firmly decided on she paijJ her 
check and prepared to return to the office. As she 
went out on the street fragments of Hclene's poig- 
nant letter of farewell to the boy Carl kept com- 
ing back into her mind. Rix had done his work 
well. Putting aside her natural bias, the purity 
of his conceptions and his deft technique seemed 
little short of genius. She grew blissfully happy 
at the thought of his sure success and all that it 
meant. 

At the building, she rang for the night watch- 
man, signed her name in his book and went up in 
the elevator. She opened the door with the key 
she had borrowed from Mr. Babbitt and switched 
on the lights. She didn't trouble to take off her 
hat for she would be there only a few minutes but 
went straight to her desk. Humming a vagrant 
tune that flitted thrcAigh her mind she pulled her 
machine up and readjusted the copy already in it. 
Then she turned to look at the manuscript. 

The manuscript was gone. 

For a moment or two she thought perhaps she 
had put it away in the drawer with the sheets but 
a look convinced her that she'd left it, as was her 
first impression, on top of her desk. The next 
thing that occurred to her was that David had 
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taken it home with him to make some further 
changes, for she knew he had not left the office 
until after she did. But the sheet of paper which 
she had weighted down on top of the manuscript 
was still there and she knew, on second thought, 
that he would never have taken it without scrib- 
bling a note. After that the only thing left was 
to look all around the office on the other desks, for 
some one tnight have discovered it and sat down 
to read it elsewhere. A thorough search extend- 
ing even into the three private offices disclosed 
nothing, however, and she came back to her desk 
with an uncomfortable conviction gaining strength 
every moment. Little by little it came to her that 
the play had not been mislaid or taken home by 
David. The play had been deliberately stolen. 

At first, the true significance of this did not oc- 
cur to her for the entire manuscript, with ex- 
ception of the last three pages, lay secure in her 
desk. She could only think that some one had 
taken it home to read overnight. This, however, 
was by no means a pleasant thought for she knew 
how anxious David was to keep his outside work 
from the knowledge of the firm or their office help 
and her sense of responsibility began to be op- 
pressive. With a steadily growing impression of 
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ulterior motives somewhere she walked about the 
office trying to think who might have taken it and 
why. And once convinced it was the work of an 
enemy it didn't take her long to think of a name, 
Rhoda Kramer! 

In a way Edith at once felt a sense of relief. 
If she knew the artful Rhoda at all she had taken 
the manuscript so as to be able to suggest just such 
a plot to David some day with ingenuous spontane- 
ity and so establish a bond. Probably the play 
would be back on her desk to-morrow morning un- 
der its paper-weight long before she could get 
there. If she found Rhoda already in the office 
when she arrived she wouldn't want any further 
proof. The futility of the whole proceeding as 
far as the dark girl was concerned afforded her 
a gleam of amusement. 

She went back, then, to shut down her desk and 
go home for there seemed nothing else to do. But 
while her thoughtful eyes were still on the floor 
they encountered a rather puzzling fact. In one 
of the wastebaskets which the janitor always emp- 
tied as soon as the office had closed and then put 
back, each by the side of its desk, a piece of white, 
typewriter paper lay, crumpled up in a tight ball. 
Noting only that it was Miss Greenberg's desk 
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and without knowing why, except that its presence 
seemed a little irregular, Edith picked the paper 
out and unrolled it. As she stared at it nearly 
every vestige of color left her face. It was a 
half finished copy of the first page of David's play. 

With shaking hands suddenly grown cold with 
the chill that shot through her the girl crumpled 
the paper together convulsively and straightened 
up with a gasp of amazement. Sadie Greenherg! 

A moment for clear thinking and Edith recol- 
lected that Sadie had not yet gone home when she 
left the office. She saw then precisely what had 
taken place. In her absence the girl had glanced 
over the manuscript and formed a shrewd estimate 
of its value. She had sat down forthwith to make 
a copy of it but had got only as far as the first 
page. Then she had concluded not to take the 
chance of Edith's returning and had carried the 
manuscript home with her to finish it there, plan- 
ning to return it early in the morning. 

Edith's first impulse was to telephone David 
arid tell him what had happened. Then she re- 
membered that he had an engagement and it 
seemed doubtful if she could reach him. Further- 
more, what could he do? If the play was being 
copied at that moment there was no help for it. 
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They would simply have to wait until it was re- 
turned. They might confront Sadie with proof 
of her guilt, but what would that accomplish? 
David's ideas down to the very last wotd would 
have become the ably defended property of 
" Mister Levy." 

Edith felt a mingled sense of helplessness and 
burning rage. She sank down on her little iron 
chair sick to her very heart. It didn't matter that 
the typed copy in her desk could be copyrighted 
the next day and David's theme protected — if, 
indeed, she thought of that — it was simply that 
he had entrusted it to her and she had proved 
neglectful, thoughtless, careless beyond belief. 

But, little by little, her feeling of impotcncy and 
anger against herself began to disappear. A de- 
termination was growing in her to find Miss Sadie 
Grcenberg and recover the manuscript that very 
night. She didn't know Sadie's exact address but 
she remembered hearing her say that she lived 
over a millinery store on lower Sixth Avenue. If 
she could find the store the rest would be easy. 
She looked at her watch as she rang for the ele- 
vator. It was only a little after eight. She 
would probably find Sadie pounding the typewriter 
in her fiat. 
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Just around the corner was a cab stand and 
Edith got into a taxi. As she sped across town 
through the hotel district she could see the people 
coming out from dinner and sauntering leisurely 
up the street or waiting for a cab to take them to 
some summer show. In spite of her tense anxiety 
the oddity of her adventure struck her sharply. 
When she saw the well groomed men in their din- 
ner coats and straw hats and the women in their 
summery evening dresses and pretty wraps and felt 
their light-hearted gayety it seemed very curious 
indeed that Edith Welling should be radceting 
across town in dubious loneliness to hunt for a 
thief in a third-rate fiat. 

At Fourteenth Street she dismissed the cab and 
began a slow inspection of the stores on both sides 
of Sixth Avenue. The pavements were crowded 
with shopkeeping families sitting outside for their 
evening air and people coming out from the small 
restaurants or going to the " movies." She be- 
came conscious soon that her slow gait was mak- 
ing her uncomfortably conspicuous. Several times 
she knew a man's eyes were on her and once she 
had almost to run to make her escape. Pausing 
undecided on a street corner, she felt a policeman's 
glance sweep her from head to foot. She crim- 
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soned and hurried on, praying that the store would 
be in the next block. At last, with a feeling not 
unlike that of a hunted animal in sight of its bur- 
row, she saw the millinery store and, after a spasm 
of distaste at the dirty hallway beside it, went 
bravely up the dark stairs. On the first landing 
a feeble light was burning. On the door the name 
" Greenberg " was printed in large letters on a 
card. She rang the bell and hoped Sadie would 
answer it. 

In response, an enormously fat Jewess in a be- 
draggled kimono opened the door and took in 
Edith with a strong eyed glance. " This is Green- 
berg's," she said and prepared to shut the door 
again. 

" I'd like to speak to Miss Sadie," Edith made 
haste to say. " I'm from the office," and then, 
with a rare flash, added "on business." 

At mention of those sacred words the fat 
woman hushed a flock of noisy children round her 
skirts and shrieked down the flat at some invisible 
one in the rear. 

**RebaI Lissun!" 

" Y-e-e-e-e-s." 

" Lissun I Reba. There's a young lady here 
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most partickeler from the office on business — 
she should know where is Sa^dieJ^ 

" Sadie wasn't home, tell her." 

'' Reba. Lissun I She knows that, the young 
lady. You gotta say where is Sadie." 

'^/should worry where is Sadie. She 'phones 
the store about six o'clock she won't come home. 
Tell the party she should be with Mist-er L-e-e-e- 
vey." 

The fat woman turned back but Edith was al- 
ready going down the stairs. " Do you want we 
should 'phone her? Her sister guesses she's up 
in that same building talking to — " 

"Yes! Yesl I know. Mr. Levy. iThank 
you so much. Please don't telephone. I 
wouldn't havp you bother for the world," Edith 
said, and summoned up a brilliant smile. "I — I 
want to surprise her I " Hurrjang down the 
stairs all she could think of was her amazing stu- 
pidity in not going up to the Levy office before she 
left the building. 

In the street she stopped stock still as the diffi- 
culties in her way suddenly came home to her. If 
Sadie was copying the play in Levy's office it would 
be practically impossible for her to gain an en- 
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trance. Indeed, she didn't know at all how she 
could get it away from them even if she forced 
her way inside. The prospect of waiting outside 
till all hours was distinctly impossible — so^ too, 
a physical assault. Somehow she must devise a 
plan to get the two out of the office and herself in- 
side. 

While she stood there a small figure darted 
across the street under the nose of a clanging car 
and a familiar voice hailed her. 

" Why, Johnny 1 " Edith exclaimed, with some- 
thing of relief at the sight of a friend. " Aren't 
you a whole block out of your way? " 

" Well, I got all me pipers sold 'cept one," the 
boy answered. " I ain't got a ting to do now only 
watch guys on the street till I gets sleepy. Miss 
Liza, she wanted me to sit on a bench over in the 
Square with her but an old guy comes out of the 
house and she makes motions at me and goes up 
the street with him." 

"So you haven't anything to do," Edith re- 
peated, thoughtfully. *' Johnny, how would you 
like to take a ride in a taxi-cab with me? " 

A grin of almost impossible width spread itself 
over Johnny's face. 

" Gee I Inside ? Like a regguler guy ? '* 
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" Yes, We're going to be * reggulcr guys,' " 
Edith smiled. "We'll take a ride across town 
and you can wait for me over there and then 
we'll come back tome and give Miss Liza a sur- 
prise." A vague plan was taking form in Edith's 
mind but its details were not entirely worked out. 
Small though the boy was she frankly confessed 
to finding moral support in his sturdy body and 
keen wits. She smiled to herself and thought it 
was something like taking with her a sharp toothed 
little bulldog. 

They rode up Sixth Avenue and across town on 
32nd Street. Johnny, with his last remaining 
paper held tight under his arm, grinned and 
chuckled unceasingly. " Just like a regguler guy," 
he murmured. 

At the door of the building Edith didn't get out 
at once but Igid her hand on the boy's small fist. 

" Johnny," she said, " do you want to come up 
in this building and help me with something? 
There are two people up in an office here who, I'm 
quite sure, are trying to steal something from me. 
Do you suppose we can find out what they're at? " 

Johnny's fox terrier eyes gleamed. " Guys we 
gotta watch? Dat's me I** he said, and quivered 
with joy. 
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Edith told the cab to wait and rang the bcU for 
the night-watchman. For a second time that even- 
ing she signed her name in his book laid out on 
the cigar counter and went up with Johnny in the 
can "Twelfth floor," she said, as usual. She 
would walk up the other two. 

At the Babbitt & Barclay floor she walked past 
the office till she came to an offset in the corridor 
into which one could step and be out of sight of 
people passing down the hall to the elevator. All 
the offices were on the down town side of the 
building. On the other side was the elevator, 
with the stairway close by and, near the offset 
where they stood, the fire escape, which latter 
ended in a six foot drop into a back-yard. 

" Now, Johnny," she said quietly, " this is what 
we're going to do. We're going up "on another 
floor just like this and walk down the hall without 
making a sound. When we come to a certain 
office I'll lift you up so that you can look through 
the transom over the door." 

Johnny nodded and grinned. ^ 

" And den wot are we gonto do? Don't you 
tink we oughta have a piece of lead pipe ? " 

Edith hesitated. Well — what was she going 
to do? 
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" Never mind," she said, with lips compressed. 
" The first thing is to hear what they're saying and 
see what they're at And I want you particularly 
to see if you can see some sheets of paper fast- 
ened together lying on a desk. If we hear any 
one coming we must run back into the corner that's 
just like this one and hide." 

"Easy. Dat's too easy," whispered Johnny, 
and his bow legs did a preliminary, noiseless sneak 
down the hall. " Dey'U never catch dis guy," 

They went up the two flights silently and Edith, 
holding Johnny back with one hand, looked cau- 
tiously out from the stairway door. As far as 
she could see only a single office was lighted and 
it looked unmistakably like that of " M. Levy, 
Theatrical Producer." With the boy close on her 
heels the daughter of the Welling millions stole 
down the hall like a thief in the night and lis- 
tened at the door. A typewriter was clicking away 
inside. There was a faint murmur of voices. 
Edith, looking up, thanked Heaven for the hot 
summer's .night that kept the transom open. She 
stooped and lifted the boy up till he could see in- 
side. Almost immediately he signaled and she 
let him down. They stole down the hall to the 
dark offset. 
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'* Dere's a dark haired kike lady and a young 
smart guy inside," Johnny whispered, his eyes big 
with excitement. '^ She's a-workin* a machine and 
he's a-readin' a lot of sheets of piper off her desk. 
Dat udder piper is right in front of her. Now 
wot' re we gonto do? " 

A spasm of helplessness passed over the girl's 
face. David's play was inside that office just as 
she'd suspected, but how in the world could she get 
those two outside long enough for Johnny or her- 
self to get inside? To add to her difficulty, the 
possibility was hanging over that the Sixth 
Avenue Greenbergs might take it into their heads 
to telephone Sadie. Last but not least, the 
play might be finished any minute and the two 
come out and go home. She could stay and con- 
front Sadie — yes — but what good would that 
do? 

It was very quiet there in the dark hallway at 
the top of the office building. Only a few sounds 
floated up to them through the window opening 
on the fire-escape — the roar of a passing surface 
car, the toot of a taxi, the dock-clock of a horse's 
feet on the asphalt. Beneath these sounds, like a 
low, running bass accompaniment, was the faint 
rumble of noises that make the night voice of the 
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city. Gradually, however, one sound detached it- 
self from the murmur, the sharp note of a steam 
whistle tooting insistently. Nearer and nearer 
the sound came and with it, the clanging of a bell 
and the uncanny wailing of a siren. Blocks away, 
a fire engine, with its hose cart and hook-and-lad- 
der, was rushing up Fourth Avenue. 

" Gee 1 A fyur 1 " muttered Johnny and rushed 
for the window at the fire-escape. " Lenune 
see I " Then, just as abruptly, he stopped. 

" You wanta get dose guys outa dat office ? " he 
whispered, with a sudden wild illumination of his 
sharp face. " You wanta get in dere and swipe 
dat piper? I kin do it for youl Fyur! Dat's 
de game! Stay right here and watch me. De 
minute dey runs out — jump in! '' 

Before Edith could grasp what the urchin meant 
he had crumpled his newspaper up in a big ball 
and was scratching a match. 

" Johnny 1 You musn*t," she cried in a horri- 
fied whisper, while visions of untold calamity rose 
before her eyes. 

It was too late. The match had flared. The 
paper was flaming. Before the girl could clutch 
him he had leaped away and was waving his big 
torch in front of M. Levy*s door, jumping noise- 
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lessly up and down and fanning the smoke through 
the transom. 

There was a startled cry and the typewriter 
stopped clicking. Then came the sound of chairs 
pushed hastily back and a rush of feet to the 
door. 

A shrill voice rose and rang down the hall, 
carrying a replica of the dread warning in the 
street below. 

''Fyur — fyur — fyurl All out I All outl 
Fyu-r-r-r'T'Tl '' 

The ominous cry echoed hollowly down the 
sounding corridor and rang back from every wall. 
Even Edirii, shrinking back into her corner, felt 
a chill rush over her at the blood-curdling sound. 

" Fyur I All out 1 Fyu-r-r-r I " yelled Johnny, 
with all the appalling strength of his newsboy 
throat, and disappeared, comet-like, down the hall- 
way at the head of a terrifyinjg streak of flame 
and smoke. 

The door of M. Levy's flew open and a man 
and a white faced girl tumbled into the corridor. 
With the smoke bellying along the ceiling, the cry 
echoing in their ears and the siren wailing in the 
street below, they ran for the elevator and pushed 
the button frantically. 



Digitized by 



Google 



GO FORTH AND FIND 251 

" Oh, he'll never cornel " Sadie screamed in an 
agony of fear. " Don't stand there like a fool. 
The stairs/ " With an oath, the man leaped to 
join her and they rushed together fot the stair- 
way. 

Even before the two were out of sight Edith 
was inside the room. Beside the machine, lay 
the manuscript. On a nearby desk were the sheets 
that had already been copied. She clutched them 
all together in a bundle and rushed out again. At 
the elevator Johnny was standing with his finger 
on the bell. 

"Make a getaway, quick/*' he cried. "We 
kin beat 'em to the door if de dope dat runs the 
ellyvator only comes up. Say I Did you see 'em 
run! Gee! Dat was funny. Can't I yell?" 

The elevator door opened and they got in. 

" I thought I heard a sort of racket up here," 
the watchman remarked, and revealed the hope 
that he'd been mistaken. 

" Humph 1 " Edith heard her small assistant 
answer in a cynical tone. " Somebody off de farm 
runnin' to see the engines go by. Engines don't 
int'rust me no more. Me 1 I'm a regguler guy." 
. They gained the street while Sadie and M. 
Levy were still on the stairs and Edith caught the 
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boy up and hugged him as if she would never let 
him go. 

" You darling little imp! '' she cried. " YouVe 
done more for yourself to-night than you'll ever 
realize/' 

" Aw now I " protested the incendiary, em- 
barrassed. "I didn't do nuttin' for myself. I 
done it for you. Anyhow, I was always just 
crazy to holler * Fyur-r-r-r 1 ' I was only tryin' 
to see how loud I could yell." 

They got into their cab and rode away. As 
the cab turned Edith caught a glimpse of Sadie's 
puzzled face retreating hazily from the doorway 
and knew the girl had recognized her. She had 
seen the last of Sadie Greenberg. 

With Johnny deposited on his corner and put 
under strict promise to come to her the following 
night Edith told the driver to go back up Fifth 
Avenue. She was still quivering with excitement 
and now that she was alone was free to laugh and 
cry and hug the precious manuscript to her breast. 
Somehow, the impossible had been accomplished 
after all. She hungered to see David and tell him 
the story of her crowded hour* 

As she rode along she came to the conclusion 
that it might, after all, be wise to take up the sub- 
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ject of Rhoda Kramer with David. Since she'd 
wrongly suspected the dark girl she felt a little 
more kindly towards her. If it had not been for 
the fact that she didn't care to have the Babbitt 
& Barclay people know her affairs she would have 
set Miss Rhoda right on a certain matter several 
days ago — but perhaps she could trust David to 
do this provided, of course, that he realized what 
it was all about. 

The chauffeur turned in at 27th Street and 
cruised slowly along the curb looking for the num- 
ber. Soon he found it, an old fashioned brown 
stone front with floridly ornamental iron balconies 
and over-run with ivy, set back a few feet in a 
yard between two overshadowing loft buildings. 
The blinds were up in the low French windows 
on the ground floor and the lights were on. One 
could see a little of the interior through the lace 
curtains. She smiled happily and hugged the 
manuscript. David was home. 

The chauffeur put his hand behind him and 
opened the door but Edith beckoned to him. 

" See if Mr. Rix is in. Ask him to come out." 

TKe man went into the vestibule and, after a 
moment's looking at cards tacked up beside the 
inner door he rang the bell. While he talked 
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with some one, Edith's eyes strayed to the lighted 
windows. 

A man's figure came into view — tall, leisurely 
and with certain little tricks of manner that were 
unmistakable even though only half seen. He 
crossed the room and, apparently, picked up a 
cigarette and lighted it. Then, rather to Edith's 
surprise, he made a gesture as if he spoke to some 
one, and stood still facing them, his hands behind 
his back. It wasn't exactly fair for her to watch 
him this way, she thought, but still, wasn't he hers 
— her David? Soon they would speak to him 
and he would come out. Oh! Such a story as 
she could tell! Unconscious of any construction 
which might be placed on her eagerness, but know- 
ing only that each halting moment seemed an eter- 
nity, she stepped out of the cab so as to be able to 
greet him the instant he appeared. And then 
something happened that made her draw one long, 
sharp, agonizing breath. 

Another figure, a woman's, came into view. 
She came up to David. She put her hands on his 
shoulders. A moment so and she dropped them 
again. She seemed to speak while he listened. 
Presently he shook his head and moved away. 
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The woman took a step or two after him, then 
fell on her knees with her hands outstretched. 
He turned back and made as if to lift her up. 
Her figure, more especially the big hat she wore,* 
came directly in line with the light. Edith recog- 
nized her. It was Rhoda Kramer. 

The chauffeur was coming back now. He 
looked across the street as he neared the cab as 
if to reassure himself as to the number of the 
house. 

" They say inside that nobody by the name of 
* Rix ' lives here," he said. " I guess you've 
made a mistake." 

" Yes," Edith answered him tonelessly. " I 
have made a mistake. A very great mistake. 
Drive back to Tenth Street." 
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CHAPTER IX 

To almost every soul comes, sooner or later, a 
bitter hour made more terrible by its want of tears. 
For we may weep our eyes out over loss of love 
through death and feel the better for it but de- 
ceit is a cauterizer that dams bade the healing 
flow with a dull ache that never ends. 

Dry-eyed, but heartsick unto death Edith Well- 
ing stared out on the wreck of her dreams. At 
first there was only the numbness that follows 
shock, precursor of that sharp moment when the 
torn and the outraged assert themselves with a 
sudden wave of pain. Only too soon, then, the 
reasons for her suffering separated themselves out 
and each began its torture ; first and foremost, the 
faiowledge that she had been deceived. 

** He couldn't dine with her that night — he 
had an engagement — some one coming to his 
rooms." She could plainly hear him say it and 
the fact that his voice still seemed to ring true only 
made it worse, for it showed how utterly she had 
been deceived. 

256 
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She remembered now that never since she had 
known him had he mentioned the woman and this 
deliberate omission took on a significance which, 
but for the disclosure of that night, she would not 
have attributed to it. A simple confirmation was 
the recollection that the woman had followed him 
into 20th Street that day weeks before. 

But even in her agony she would not allow her- 
self to think long of the other woman. After the 
first spasm of hatred had passed Rhoda Kramer 
was put out of mind. There were too many other 
things that were hurting her and these, oddly 
enough, were not the willfully injurious or the in- 
explicable but were, instead the sacred recollec- 
tions which until to-night had been her heart's 
treasures. When their hour at the Villa Richard 
came back to her — when, in that still more blessed 
moment she heard the man's voice trembling in his 
confession — ^when all the lovable memories of 
that other, the good David, came flocking round 
with tender eyes and gently tugging hands her pain 
was more than she could bear. 

A terrible weariness came over her. Some- 
thing vital had gone out from her, all in a mo- 
ment. She felt sapped both of strength and voli- 
tion. The fund of love and hope that had lived 
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m her soul had been filched. She was a spiritless 
bankrupt. Little by little she came to see her ter- 
rible mistake. 

The adventure had been utterly impossible from 
its beginning. How could she ever have expected 
that some one would not take advantage of her? 
When she remembered how easy it had all seemed, 
how blithely she had fared forth to work a lit- 
tle and play a little and see what was to be seen 
she pitied herself for the child-like confidence that 
saw her forever unattackeid, unharmed, un« 
soiled. 

And with her disillusionment and weariness of 
soul and body came loneliness. Home beckoned 
to her. Home and Letty and old Mr. Rainey. 
There was nothing more for her here. Her ven- 
turesome little game had been played and was over 
and now it was time to put the pieces away. She 
would never want to see them again. 

In the morning she woke so early that even by 
dragging out her dressing she was not able to 
avoid breakfasting with some of the people in the 
house. She went down quietly, hoping to be let 
alone but as luck would have it the newspaper man 
came in with a rush and seized on her to tell her 
some wonderful news. 
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** What do you know about mef*^ he cried joy- 
fully, and she saw that something had made him 
over since yesterday. " Me 1 A job at three 
hundred a month I Republican State Committee I 
Supervising every bit of publicity they send out! 
Good for three months and no end of chances to 
pick up something just as good in the same line 
when that's finished. Sayl Being hit on the 
head with a horse-shoe isn't in it. Wow I " he 
laughed, ^^ broke one day and a millionaire the 
next! I go up and down so fast I get dizzy. 
Aren't you glad you know me? " 

The girl was glad and said so. She didn't 
think It was her place to give Barth any advice 
as to what he should do with his money when he 
got it but perhaps he caught a suggestion in the 
rather sober tones in which she congratulated him. 
Truthfully, Edith was thinking of hinting at some- 
thing else. 

" Oh, I know what you mean," he said, with a 
keen look. " Don't worry. When I get hold of 
that money I'm going out in the woods and bury it 
at the foot of some tree. Even a certain party we 
know isn't going to get hold of it till the time 
comes. * Miser ' is going to be my middle name." 

" I hope so," and the girl smiled faintly. She 
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wished she could tell him that money was not the 
only thing that could be spent. 

" I guess you might as well know who it was 
that tipped me oflF to the job/* Barth called after 
her as she left the room. *' Seemed to know all 
about it. Sometimes I can^t make him out at all. 
But he*s a bully fellow. Your friend Rix." 

Edith did not go to the office until some time 
after ten o'clock. During the night she had de- 
cided to leave immediately and there remained 
only to notify Mr. Babbitt and see that the book- 
keeper got his play. Then Babbitt & Barclay's 
and Miss Sally Winkler's, too, would see her no 
more. The things she had in mind to do for 
Johnny could be attended to at leisure. 

When she entered the office, however, she was 
conscious, in spite of her self absorption, that 
something unfortunate had happened. Rix was 
not on view and Sadie Greenberg was missing, 
which last did not surprise her. While, with her 
hat on, she waited for a chance to speak to Mr. 
Babbitt, Lucy Milbnan passed by and gave her the 
news in a whisper. 

" Acker-Einstein's swiped the Egg-Nuts — 
Mendelssohn's have gone * flooey ' and * 0-me-O- 
my's ' have cut their list down to about one-fifth. 
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How's that for a nice little present all in one mail? 
I heard Mr. Barclay say we were out nearly ten 
thousand dollars on the rotten old Mendelssohn 
and now TU never, never get my ' player/ He's 
in his private office with the door locked and he 
won't come out for anybody. I guess we're in a 
bad way." 

" You mean that we're going to failf '' Edith 
frowned. Poor, jovial, genial, able Tom Bar- 
clay — would that wonderful optimism stand up 
under such a strain? Poor Mr. Babbitt, who had 
so nearly paid off the debts that he really didn't 
owe — ^ would he have to go through bankruptcy 
and start all over again? And Coates and Ha- 
mill and all the others for whom life had run so 
smoothly and who had always given their work 
all that was in them — where would they go? 
What would become of them? While she won- 
dered, sadly, Mr. Babbitt raised his troubled eyes 
from his correspondence and spoke to her gently. 

" Come sit down. Miss Welles." 

Edith sat down beside his desk. They looked 
each other over with faint smiles for they frankly 
liked each other. For her part, she saw that 
while Mr. Babbitt was unquestionably badly wor- 
ried his temper was still unruffled and he would 
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listen fairly to what she had to say. Meanwhile, 
Mr. Babbitt was noting a few things on his own 
account. 

" I judge, Miss Welles," he said, as he moved 
a paperweight aimlessly back and forth on his 
desk, " that you're thinking of giving up^your po* 
sition with Babbitt & Barclay." 

" Yes, Mr. Babbitt," was the reply. " I'd even 
like to leave to-day." 

Mr. Babbitt looked at her mildly over his spec- 
tacles. 

" Er — now? " he asked. 

"Yes. Now," the girl answered, and was 
sorry that her answer had to be so short. 

Mr. Babbitt coughed gently and moved his 
paperweight again. 

" Quite a little seems to be happening to-day," 
he said in subdued tones. " Miss Greenberg 
won't be with us any longer and I suppose you've 
already heard the other little bits of news. How- 
ever, what I meant to say was this. I have the 
idea that you're a little tired out and that a few 
days rest would do you a world of good. You've 
worked very faithfully since you've been here and 
you've been of considerable value to us in other 
ways not set down in the bond. We'd be glad 
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if you*d take a litde time off at our expense and 
then come back to us. Do you mind my asking 
if you have any other position in view? " 

"No/* she said. "No, Mr. Babbitt, I 
haven't." 

" Just * stopping work ' ? " 

'* Yes. Just stopping." 

Mr. Babbitt's wise eyes read all that was read- 
able in the girl's sober face and his ears didn't fail 
him. He wondered after all, if it were something 
that a rest could cure. If it couldn't, why then 
she'd much better stick to business. 

"Well, what do you say?" he asked with a 
heartening smile. " Why don't you take the rest 
of the week off and come back next Monday? 
We'll have a lot of letter writing to do — " He 
picked up something from the Egg-Nuts Company 
and as quickly dropped it again, then sorted put a 
couple of magazine covers from a pile and con- 
sidered them at a distance. " We must get in 
some new accounts immediately. I wonder — I 
wonder if we couldn't do a little something on 
thatV 

Edith looked. It was an advertisement of her 
own company — " Sweetheart Sugar." 

" How much do they spend? " she heard her- 
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self asking. All in a moment, a certain resolve 
had taken shape in her mind. 

" About the same as Egg^Nuts. Four hundred 
thousand." 

Edith put out her gloved hand Mr. Babbitt 
bowed and made haste to give her the cover. 
Then one of them, at least, realized that she was 
not playing the part very well for the former 
stenographer, sitting there composedly in her hat 
^nd gloves, was wearing all the airs of a lady — 
even of a rather wealthy lady. 

" Not very good,** the lady remarked, critically. 
" It seems to me we ought to be able to get that. 
Who has It now? " 

" Oh — as usual. Acker-Einstein. Their con- 
tract expires this month, I've been informed." 

" I see," said the lady. " Yes. I see." Tom 
Barclay and Coates, if given half a chance, could 
make the Acker-Einstein sugar advertising look, 
in the vernacular, like thirty cents in rubber money. 

" Well, Mr. Babbitt," she said and rose to her 
feet, at which Mr. Babbitt, for some reason, rose 
too, " I can*t promise truly to come back on Mon- 
day to work but at least TU come in again and let 
you know. I am very tired, as you say. Per- 
haps, by that time. Til feel better." 
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She went across to the 4esk that had been hers 
and looked to see if the typed sheets of the play 
were where she had left them. They were still 
there, but Rix had not yet come in. While she 
pondered for a moment as to what she should do 
her eyes fell on a half familiar hat pin lying on 
the desk. She picked it up and looked at its head 
— a gold Indian chief with his war-bonnet of 
feathers. Even in her depression her mind 
flashed back to the day she had lost this hat pin 
and she saw again the encounter in the hotel cor- 
ridor, and heard the unknown's pleasant voice 
apologizing. But how, in the name of Black 
Magic, had it come after all these months, to ap- 
pear in Babbitt & Barclay's on her desk? She 
tried for a while to puzzle it out but finally put 
her hand wearily to her eyes and gave it up. Me- 
chanically, she thrust the pin through her hat and 
disposed of it for the time being. Looking at 
her watch, she saw she had just time enough to 
catch a train. 

• •••••• 

" My dear young lady I '* exclaimed Mr. 
Rainey. 

Edith couldn't help laughing at the effect of her 
surprise and sat down in Mr. Rainey's best chair. 
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She was glad to see him — very, very glad. And 
Mr. Rainey, she could see, was much relieved. If 
it had been a winter's day he would have con- 
cealed his feelings by hastily poking the open coal 
fire which made his old-fashioned, carpeted office 
seem so home-like. As it was, he could only fuss 
with the electric fan. Before he did this, how- 
ever, he casually dropped a blotter across a type- 
written sheet that he had been reading when she 
came in. 

" And so youVe come back to us again I " 
" For a day, at least, Mr. Rainey." 
"That's fine — fine!^^ said the old gentleman, 
rubbing his hands together and beaming. "I 
don't mind saying that there have been times when 
I was a lit-tle worried, a lit-tle uncertain as to just 
how — However, however, that's all over now. 
Of course, you'll open the house soon — right 
away, in fact. And there are many business mat- 
ters I must talk to you about — oh, many things. 
I think it will take all of a week. You can easily 
arrange, or / can arrange for you, to have your 
things sent over from the — er — pension where 
you have been residing." 

" Well," he said, jovially, and stood with his 
hands under his coat-tails before the marble man- 
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telpicce, while he rocked back and forth on his 
toes, " it must have been, at least, a very novel, 
very engaging experience. I'm frank to confess 
that it wouldn't appeal to me nor do I think it 
would appeal to Letty but still I think I can see 
how you may have found it even beneficial as well 
as interesting. It will form an amusing chapter 
in your life — not to be remembered very long, 
perhaps, but still not without its measure of use- 
fulness. Pu-huh! Pu-huh," said Mr. Rainey, 
with an after-fifty cough, and edged his blotter a 
little more completely over the typewritten sheet. 

The girl did not reply. 

She was wondering, even after all that had hap- 
pened, if she wanted to look at her life for the past 
four months in just that way. She was wondering, 
too, if it were true that she didn't want to go back. 
Almost with Mr. Rainey's first words a picture of 
the old life rose before her and while she knew it 
would never again be so irksome there seemed 
still to be a stronger attraction in the other exist- 
ence. Perhaps this feeling would result in her 
taking an active, working part hereafter in the 
conduct of her various business interests. Per- 
haps it was for no more than this that the spirit 
had moved her months ago. She could return 
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to Philadelphia now and enter on a strictly busi- 
ness life without the feeling of doing anything 
strange. 

And yet some invisible chains bound her to 
something equally invisible in that place whence 
she had come. It was all very well to think of it 
as an amusing experience but she didn't care for 
this appearance of original research into others 
lives merely to benefit her own. And could she so 
abruptly say good-by after those other interests 
had become so honestly bound up with the one she 
had assumed? She had the feeling that she was 
leaving too much unfinished, too much unexplained 
and unsaid. Let her go back for a few weeks 
more — perhaps not to Babbitt & Barclay's but 
at least to see how Mr. Pascoe and Miss Liza were 
getting on, to visit Lucy and Charley in their mar- 
velous flat, to see if Johnny had enough to eat. 
Even, she thought, she might visit the Villa again. 
Or, if she had courage enough and the day was 
bright, journey down to Fort Wadsworth and sit 
alone for a quite hour on the knoll. She had been 
very happy there — yes, impossibly happy. 
There would be no harm in pretendihg that David, 
the old David, sat beside her. Perhaps she could 
hear his voice again — ^ 
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" Why I Whyl " exclaimed Mr. Rainey, sud- 
denly agitated. "There, there nowl Don't 
feel badly. There's nothing wrong — nothing 
wrong I " He stood behind her chair where he 
wouldn't see her fack and patted her shoulder, re- 
peating his solace. Then he succeeded in finding 
many things to do in obscure comers of the office, 
locking doors and opening windows and venti- 
lators and fussing with books and papers and gen- 
erally affording time for putting away a handker- 
chief and regaining composure. He came back 
then and sat down beside her and prepared to 
listen. It was not impossible that Mr. Rainey 
knew more about her than she thought. 

" Before I make up my mind as to exactly what 
I shall do," the girl said, " I want to have some- 
thing attended to immediately, and this is it. The 
advertising of * Sweetheart Sugar ' is now being 
handled by the Acker-Einstein Agency in Chicago. 
Their work is exceedingly poor and, I believe, 
their contract expires sometime next month. I 
want that advertising placed through Babbitt & 
Barclay. I don't know just what you'll have to 
say to the Board or to the Company's Advertising 
Manager but whatever it is necessary to do I want 
done, and I want a letter written to-morrow to 
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Mr. Barclay by the Manager making an appoint- 
ment Needless to say, I wish to have my own 
connection with all this kept an absolute se- 
cret." 

"I shall attend to the matter at once," Mr. 
Rainey said. 

Edith felt better. To be able to give orders 
again was a powerful stimulant. 

" As a matter of fact," she reflected, " Tm not 
sure but that we'll let that Advertising Manager 
go in a few weeks more and I'll take up that part 
of the work myself." 

" An excellent idea," the lawyer nodded, with- 
out the. shadow of a smile. " Of course, when 
you marry — " 

" I shall not marry." 

"No-no. Of course not," he agreed gently. 
" But, I may say, if you did marry — particularly 
some one who was not familiar with these indus- 
tries — it would be an advantage to have the 
details of many of these matters in your own 
hands." 

"No doubt," said Edith colorlessly. "And 
now, tell me what you hear from Letty. I haven't 
had a word from her for weeks. When is she 
coming home?" 
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Mr. Rainey hesitated. 

" She seemed a little uncertain," he answered 
slowly. " I gathered that you had urged her to 
extend her trip." 

*' I did indeed," Edith said, warmly, and sud- 
denly felt selfish because she had been yearning 
for the older woman's companionship. " I hope 
she stays away at least until I come back." 

** You're not returning to New York?" Mr. 
Rainey asked, without, however, as much surprise 
as his words suggested. 

"Yes," the girl replied, although she hadn't 
been sure of it before, " I am." 

Just when she had come to her decision she 
could not tell. Truthfully, she couldn't see more 
than two or three days ahead of her over there 
and yet something was urging her terribly to re- 
turn. In the back of her mind an unanswerable 
question seemed forever swinging to and fro, like 
a pendulum. Why had David put himself out to 
help Barth find a job? And how had he done it? 
Putting aside everything else, the act was a com- 
plete contradiction of all that yesterday had forced 
her to believe. Try as she might, she could not 
deny the feeling that the bookkeeper had done it 
as much for herself as for Barth. And so, little 



Digitized by 



Google 



272 GO FORTH AND FIND 

by little, she grew more honest with herself. She 
put away, for a time, her feelings of horror aad 
disgust — so, too, as much as she might of the 
unbelievable ache that filled her heart. She went 
back over the past weeks and considered as calmly 
as she could every kindly seeming act in which heM 
been involved. And soon she encountered some 
other things that presented questions. 

At the time of Charley Robertson's dismissal 
Rix had asked her the name of the store manager 
at Bingle's. Perhaps this was a natural question, 
in view of the injustice to Charley, and yet later 
events gave it some significance. Charley had 
told her, she remembered, that the manager hadn't 
seemed disposed to push his search for the thief. 
Yet after his reinstatement he had learned that 
the case had been put in the hands of detectives 
some time before. It seemed frankly absurd to 
attribute any of this activity to David Rix but she 
couldn't help remembering a certain contented 
look on his face as he stood at the foot of Char- 
ley's bed in the Hospital. 

The second puzzling thing encountered was 
the certainty, at last realized in these quieter sur- 
roundings, that it was David Rix who had put her 
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hatpin on her desk and therefore David Rix 
whose silver pencil she had carried in her purse 
all those weeks and who had been known to Cap- 
tain Allaire and perhaps to Annette Girard. 
From which it was easy to see that David, or his 
people, must have been " somebody " once. Of 
course, this hadn't much to do with his relations 
with Rhoda Kramer and yet it seemed strange that 
he had kept so useless an article as a hatpin for 
all that time, unless as a memento of a person 
somehow stamped on his memory. And could 
David, after finding in her the very person on 
whose account he had kept it, prove so false to 
himself as to establish a questionable friendship 
with another womin ? 

Puzzling over these questions, which now 
seemed to demand rather than request their an- 
swers, she felt something stronger than a cynical 
prompting to learn the truth simply to satisfy her 
curiosity. No matter how he had hurt her there 
was still that other David and every hour, it 
seemed, he grew more real. She could not permit 
this figure to dominate her thoughts completely as 
yet but still she let him stay in her mind. In a 
way, he was gaining an opportunity for probation. 



Digitized by 



Google 



a74 GO FORTH AND FIND 

She looked up and found Mr. Ralney waiting. 
" Yes," she said. " I'm going back on Mon- 
day." 

• •••••• 

If Edith had fully accepted Mr. Babbitt's sug- 
gestion she would have returned to Babbitt & Bar- 
clay's in the morning but there were reasons why 
she preferred to go later in the afternoon. The 
first one was the amused suspicion that the office 
would be in a whirl. She had seen the letter that 
had been sent to Mr. Barclay and while it had not 
been too frankly optimistic she knew how shrewd 
Tom Barclay would read between the lines and she 
could almost figure out the train on which he 
would go to Philadelphia early that morning. 

The other reason was quite different. She 
doubted extremely if Rix had left the office, as he 
had not spoken of intending to do so, and it was, 
of course, impossible that he should know why she 
had left. He would be there at his desk and 
when she gave him back his play she did not want 
too long an awkward moment. It would be 
enough simply to hand it to him and perhaps say 
a word or two that would let him read her mind. 
After that — well, she was willing to hurt herself 
a little more, if there were need. Only, the first 
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deviation on his part from the truth would mean 
the unconditional end. She thought this program 
over carefully and could find no flaw in it. Once 
it occurred to her that she was going far in giving 
him the chance for explanation but she felt that 
her instinct for the truth would protect her. And 
so, it was some time after five in the afternoon be- 
fore Edith Welling made her reappearance at 
Babbrit & Barclay's. 

As she stepped out of the elevator she almost 
laughed. Tom Barclay, just back from Phila- 
delphia, with his hat still on his head and his grip 
on Babbitt's desk, was orating at the top of his 
voice to Coates and Hamill and his partner with- 
out regard for the fact that every one in the office 
had put work aside and was frankly listening to 
what was being said. 

" They say we've got a chance and you can bet 
your hand-painted sox that we have. It's up to 
this outfit now to work up stuff that'll make the 
world think the general properties of sugar were 
only discovered some time late yesterday after- 
noon. Why — if I honestly thought the public 
would stand for it I'd claim that * Sweetheart 
Sugar ' was a hundred and three per cent, pure I 
And say I As for class/ Do you know what 
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we're going to do? We're going to make every 
woman in the United States feel like a poor shrimp 
of a social outcast if she hasn't ' Sweetheart ' in 
her sugar bowl. We're going to make it the 
* Hallmark of good-taste on every dinner table ' 
the — er — * silent testimonial to that love for 
the exquisite which is found in every American 
woman ' I You, Coates I And you, Hamill ! " said 
Barclay, swinging round on them, *' no more of 
this Binkie-Winkie-Let-me-into-Matteawan stuff. 
You've got to figure out how to tie * Sweetheart 
Sugar ' up with the choicest table service in the 
whole world even if we have to send a man to 
London to-morrow to buy or steal a photograph 
of the King of England's gold plate I And here's 
another scheme I We'll tie * Sweetheart ' up with 
the finest brands of tea and coffee made. There 
isn't a single reason so far as I can see why Up- 
ton's Teas and Sweetheart Sugar can't boost each 
other in at least fifty per cent, of Sweetheart ad- 
vertising. People know Upton's like their Bible 
and when Upton's see what we've got mapped out 
they'll come a-running and they'll hand us their 
own stuff on a silver platter next year. 

" Oh — but those aren't half my fdeas/' roared 
Tom Barclay, as his quick-witted audience began 
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to grow restive with suggestions. " We're going 
to get out a special shape lump — like a heart, of 
course — and we're going to show 'em that it 
don't hurt your fingers to break it. And then, 
with every ten pound box, we'll give away two lit- 
tle silver hearts fastened together with a chain 
with double size limips inside so that the finicky 
ones can rub 'em together and grate just a taste 
more into their cup. New ideal Cute, tool 
Never been done before! Tickle 'em to death 1 
Wow I Oh — we'll certainly put * Sweetheart 
Sugar ' over the jumps I 

" But — first of all and above all, Coates — 
what you've got to find is a model that looks some- 
where within a half-mile of being a lady. No 
blowsy Broadway beauties in this — and no per- 
fect-vacuum with a bunch of cherries in her teeth. 
I want you to locate some one that will make Gib- 
son and Wenzell feel like going out of the art 
business just because they didn't see her first." 

Tom Barclay stopped here, not because he was 
short of ideas but because he had run out of breath. 
Coates' face was shining and his eyes glistened. 
Hamill was striding nervously up and down and 
rumpling his hair. Babbitt was cocking his head 
first on one side and then on the other and smiling 
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childishly as he laid out an absolutely hundred 
per cent magazine list all in his head. 

" No more to-night I " exdaimed Barclay, 
grasping his bag and striding for the elevator. 
" All out, boys and girls. We'll come back early 
in the morning and work out the dog-gonedest 
most scientifically artistic campaign that ever put 
gasoline in an automobile. Oh — how do you do. 
Miss Welles I Back again, I hope. I might say 
youVe looking well — very well, in fact. Oh — 
I say, Coates I ** and Tom Barclay stood plucking 
thoughtfully at his lower lip — ** wasn't Miss 
Welles model for that Vacumo Cleaner stuff? 
Well — get in here with me. I want to talk to 
you about something." 

They all went down in the same car — Art, 
Copy, Stenography, newspaper checkers and office 
boys — a noisy, laughing crowd that was going 
home happy because it saw again how bills were 
going to be paid. Only Edith and one other were 
left behind. 

Among the strange things of life are the differ- 
ent ways in which, at different times, we approach 
a crisis. If we are to believe a certain school of 
acting as faithfully mirroring our emotions we 
will always toe the mark — or shrink from it, — 
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with trembling limbs and quivering lips and yet 
another tells us that, given a clear conscience, un- 
faltering defiance will glitter from our eyes. Our 
own idea is that much depends on how far ahead 
we have discerned the moment. If it springs on 
us like a watchdog out of the dark we may be 
frightened into a very fair display of courage, 
while if it is long delayed too much thinking may 
make us an unwilling coward. Yet there is a mid- 
dle course which rarer natures seem instinctively 
to take, in which bravery is humanly tinged with 
fear and rancor is mellowed by forgiveness. 
Edith Welling knew that the moment now stood 
waiting when her dream might be shattered be- 
yond repair and yet if it were to be so the sadness 
of it would be more his than hers. She fronted 
it just as she had approached it, with the bravery 
of sorrow. 

She did not look at him. Slowly she crossed 
to her desk and unlocked the drawer. The sheets 
were there and she gathered them together and 
laid the manuscript on top. She rose. Then he 
came towards her with a rush. Afterwards she 
remembered that all she saw of him was his eyes. 

" Edith I " he cried. " Where have you been ? 
IVe been worried sick.'* 



Digitized by 



Google 



28o GO FORTH AND FIND 

She held something out to him. 

" Here is your play," she said. 

His face fell. In his amazement he stepped 
back and put up a half defensive hand. 

"Why — why, yes," he stanmiered, "that's 
the play but why do you speak to me that way? 
Why did you go away without saying good-by or 
leaving word? Why have you left the office? 
What on earth is the matter? " 

White to the lips he confronted her. Five days 
without a word — then to be answered as she had 
answered him and to see her face turn to stone 
at sight of him made this the moment for nothing 
but instant truth. 

Their eyes clung together, hers accusing, his in- 
sisting, searching each other with love's terrible 
power. 

Her face quivered under his pitiless scrutiny. 
She strove unsuccessfully to speak. Incredible as 
it seemed she could not read anything in his eyes 
but reproach and a merciless demand for explana- 
tion. At last she could bear it no longer. She 
must know the truth at any cost. 

" Oh, David I " she broke out with a choked 
cry, " why did you do it? fFhy did you spoil it? 
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I loved you, David. What made you hurt mc 
so?" 

The reproach left his eyes instantly. Only 
amazement remained. He could not answer. 

Her gaze grew stronger, sadder. Her eyes 
fell on his coat, old and shiny and worn at the 
elbows. She raised her hands to the threadbare 
lapels. Her quivering lips besought him. 
" David, David," she cried, through her tears, 
" I wanted you to be the best. I wanted you to 
be my fine, strong Christian gentleman with an 
honorable, successful life before you. You were 
the best — once. I was so happy. What dread- 
ful thing persuaded you ? " 

He looked at her strangely, almost with a frown 
of fear, as if he thought she was unbalanced. 
Then he laid his hands strongly on her shoulders 
and forced her to look up at him. 

" Edith," he said, in such steady, honest tones 
that she yearned for the right to believe him 
utterly, " there is something wrong/ I don't 
know yet what it is but I do know that I've done 
nothing since Fvc known you with which you could 
find honest fault. It may be that you have mis- 
understood something or that some one has lied 
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to you but youVe accused me so that I'm going 
to ask you to tell me precisely what I have done. 
I don't want any hearsay. I insist that you give 
me some proof." 

" Why, David," she cried, aghast at his bold- 
ness, " I saw you! 1 saw that other woman in 
your rooms 1 " 

His head went back as if he'd been struck. 

"When? Wednesday night? That Kramer 
girl? Oh — damn it/ " he said. His hands fell 
away and he stepped back. 

Then, before she could collect her thoughts, he 
took a long breath and seemed to shake a load off 
his shoulders. He even laughed a little, scorn- 
fully. His eyes fell on the play now scattered on 
the floor. He pointed at it. 

" There's your answer," he said, shortly. 
"That Kramer girl had known for a week or 
more that I'd written this play. Somehow, she'd 
even managed to read it. She came to my rooms 
Wednesday night after I'd stayed in to see a man 
who was coming and asked me — what do you sup- 
pose? To help me get her a part in it when it 
was put on I She seemed very sure it would be 
accepted — just why, I don't know." 

The man's face had grown grim. His eyes 
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were bright and hard, as they'd been once before. 
He turned away from her. 

" She put — she put her arms around you," 
Edith flamed out with anger as white hot as he 
was cold. " The woman followed you across the 
room on her knees. Don't tell me I didn't see 
these things, or that they have no meaning! You 
two, alone in your rooms — why, you must have 
met her before this wayl What other reason 
could there possibly be for such actions on her 
part? " Did he think he could deny her the only 
conclusion that any one in their right senses could 
have drawn? Was he thinking that love had 
made her so utterly fatuous as to believe what- 
ever preposterous thing he chose to say? Quiv- 
ering with sudden, unbelievable wrath, she waited 
for him to turn again. The final moment had 
come. She would know as quickly as she saw 
his face. 

But he did not turn. And his voice did not lose 
its tone of deadly firmness. He answered her 
shortly over his shoulder. 

" If you want to know the precise reason for 
what you saw, I'll tell you. She tried to show me 
how she'd do the last scene if I'd get her the part 
of Mrs. Strong. You know the play. You can 
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tell if ahe was doing that — or something else. 
I leave it entirely to you. But — " and he let the 
words fall cuttingly — " you didn't see me return 
any of this amazing affection did you? *' 

There was a silence — for she was struck dumb. 
He had given the single explanation that was per- 
missible, the only one that could contain more than 
a semblance of truth. Furthermore, he had given 
it with a grim curtness that cut savagely through 
her barrier of doubts and forced its way into the 
hidden place when the ffood David still lived. 

He turned half towards her in the deathly 
stillness. 

^' I asked you something, Edith," he said with 
calm insistence. " Did you see me do anything 
wrong?" 

" No," she made answer in a strangled voice. 
" No, David." 

She waited, mute and bewildered, staring at his 
back. What was to be said — what was to be 
done now? Her hatid went to her throat, for she 
felt as if she were choking. Her mind was a 
whirl of conflict. Misconceptions were being 
cleared away and hideous questions strangled as 
fast as they rose but none of it was being accom- 
plished without time and effort and agony. Out 



Digitized by 



Google 



GO FORTH AND FIND 285 

of it came at last the one point which, if he could 
explain it, would solve all. 

" You say a man was coming — came to see you 
that night," she said, with an effort, and wondered 
why her voice seemed so faint. " Who was the 
man? WasitBarth?" 

" Yes," he answered and gave only a nod. 

The girl grew cold all over her body. It was 
all plain enough now. He had done nothing 
wrong — nothing that was even questionable. 
Her doubts and accusations, every one of them, 
had been baseless. Circumstances only had been 
against him. She had made a mistake. A mis- 
take which, his unyielding figure and stead- 
ily averted face told her, could never be re- 
paired. 

She said nothing more but turned wearily away. 
Through her blurred eyes she saw the play sheets 
lying on the floor and stooped, through some im- 
pulse for salvage, to pick them up. But she could 
not see very clearly — her fingers seemed all 
thumbs. She dropped on her knees and groped 
for them awkwardly, slowly, one by one. With 
the other hand she clutched the manuscript to her 
breast. A sob broke from her lips. 

He turned and saw her. In another instant 
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he was kneeling beside her with his arms around 
her and the tear wet cheek pressed tight to his. 
The play leaves slipped and fluttered away across 
the floor. 

" Beloved, don^tl Fm not such a brute I '* 

" I was wrong. Utterly wrong," she sobbed. 
" I believed you'd been wicked. But i — how 
could I help it? You mustn't be angry with me." 

" How can I be angry with you when I love 
you ? " he answered. " You are the one woman 
in all life for me — now and forever. But when 
the one woman takes it into her head to run away 
from me without a word, to make me feel like an 
outcast and then to show me that she believed — " 

There was no need to say more. The moment 
for reparation had come. And there, on their 
knees in the deserted office with the cause of con- 
tention strewn around them, they came to the per- 
fect understanding which nothing would interrupt 
again. 

He raised her to her feet but would not let her 
go from him. 

" There's only one thing that puzzles me," he 
smiled down at the face against his shoulder. 
" Do young ladies usually go about at night on de- 
tective work? " 
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She murmured contentedly but indistinctly and 
rubbed her cheek against the old, worn coat. 

" If you only knew," she said, with a virtuous 
sigh. 

" Something more to do with this frightful 
play? " he asked lightly, and let her go far enough 
to allow him to pick it up. Then he made her 
come back. They looked it over together. 

"What curious notes and erasures youVe 
made,'* he remarked, with an irrepressible laugh. 
" And what dreadful language. See, here in this 
first scene where youVe drawn a line right down 
the page — * Cut out the bunk.' Really, beloved, 
when did you grow so frank? " 

" It isn't * bunk ' I " she cried passionately. 
" It's ours — and it's going to succeed ! I never 
wrote such a horrible thing. That must be Levy's 
handwriting." And then the story was told. 

Once more some one went down on their knees 
but this time it was not the girl. 

" I abase myself," he said. " And now, I'll 
tell the truth. I was angry with you. But you've 
put it out of my power to do anything but adore 
you. Will you come with me, beloved, and eat 
a poor playwright's dinner again?" 
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It didn't take David long to turn "On the 
Edge " over to an Agent. They'd already de- 
cided on Selden & Company and it was in their 
competent hands the next day at noon. 

But Selden was Very frank. 

"As far as we are concerned your play will 
be read inside twenty-four hours," he said, " and 
we may — I say, we may submit it somewhere im- 
mediately but when it comes to getting a decision 
from a producer that's a matter that may take 
six weeks or six months or six — " 

" Not * years.' He didn't say * years,' " Edith 
protested to David. 

" Well, he almost said it," David grinned, 
" and I almost agreed with him. Isn't it queer 
that as soon as you've submitted anything and it's 
gone out of your hands beyond recall you immedi- 
ately htgLVi to remember all kinds of mistakes in 
it. I ought to ha ve^ built up the scene where the 
mother finds the revolver." 

" Probably I could find places, too, where I 
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wrote * z ' instead of ' x,' " Edith retorted, " but 
that won't have much to do with the merits of the 
theme. If they like it they'll take it, just as it is. 
If they knew what that play had been through they 
ought to take it anyway." And then they couldn't 
say any more because the office was in too much of 
a whirl. 

No sooner had Babbitt & Barclay found a live 
" prospect " in Sweetheart Sugar and so, appar- 
ently, turned their very uncomfortable corner than 
at least a half dozen other prospects which had 
been hanging fire in a heart-breaking way for the 
past year suddenly shot in requests for consulta- 
tions. But Tom Barclay put up a big negatory 
hand. 

" Not on your sacred tin-type," he roared with 
instant decision. " They'll have to wait, the 
pikers. Be haughty. Babbitt, darn it all — be 
haughty. First, last and all the time till we g^t 
through with the bully old Sweetheart there isn't 
another thing in the whole world but sugar! '* 

Edith felt as if she wanted to hug him. When- 
ever she took his dictation and heard the man's 
endless flow of ideas she was so happy that she 
seemed to float, etherealized, between heaven and 
earth. And every one in the office seemed sud- 
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denly galvanized Into action, inductively charged 
by Barclay's abounding magnetism. Even the of- 
fice boys emitted weird sparks of ideas, contriving 
phrases and slogans with marvelous penmanship 
and consulting with Edith over the spelling before 
they bashfully submitted them through her willing 
hands. The atmosphere of Babbitt & Barclay's 
was a-crackle with nervous energy. 

In such a mad state of affairs it isn't probable 
that any one, even wise Mr. Babbitt, attributed 
Miss Welles' glowing eyes to anything but the 
general prosperity which had suddenly swooped 
down on them. An invitation to be model for 
the dainty "Two lumps or three?" person who 
smiles at you across a French breakfast set with 
hesitant tongs had occasioned such a furious blush 
that all hands had gathered round and pleaded 
again, with the basely ulterior motive of enjoy- 
ing beauty in embarrassment. 

** It's a cinch," they said, with gay freedom. 
" All we'll have to do in this campaign is to photo- 
graph Miss Welles looking as if she were just go- 
ing to be married." Whereat Miss Welles fled 
into Mr. Barclay's room with her notebook and 
the bookkeeper found it difficult to accomplish 
anything for at least half an hour. 
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Edith didn't fear that any one knew her secret. 
Even Miss Kramer, she thought, had few sus- 
picions. Her desk was next to the dark girFs 
now for Sadie was no longer there and while 
Edith by no means trusted her there seemed no 
grounds for contentiousness. 

And yet it grew plainer day by day that Rhoda 
Kramer had her mind set immutably on David. 
If it had been any other person Edith would have 
said " heart " instead of " mind " but she couldn't 
help feeling that there was some strong impulse 
other than love in Rhoda's desire for possession. 

She spoke of it to David and found him only 
puzzled. He acknowledged frankly that her bold 
visit to his rooms might have had a quite different 
motive than the one assigned to it but he preferred 
to believe that it had been brought about only by 
her ambition. 

"Well, then," said Edith sensibly, "why 
doesn't she leave the office and find a place in some 
chorus ? " She told him about the girl following 
him into 20th Street. 

" Oh-hoh I " he said, with thoughtful face. " I 
hadn't known that. Now I begin to have a glim- 
mer." Curiously enough he wouldn't tell her just 
then what it was. 
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But however carefully Edith kept her secret 
from the male section of the office she could at- 
tribute the other girl's silently growing animosity 
only to fear of interference with her long laid 
plans. Gradually she came to feel that if Rhoda 
wasn't convinced of her engagement to David she 
had sensed an attachment which was making her 
equally furious. Edith didn't fear her. It was 
only that the tigerish quality seemed almost ready 
to break its leash and she wondered just what form 
her jealousy would take. 

Meanwhile, Edith was exceedingly sorry for 
Barth. The newspaper man was doing excellently 
in his new work, but as far as progress towards 
his heart's desire was concerned he was at a dis- 
concerting standstill. He took Rhoda to the 
theater as often as he could, Edith knew, which 
made it probable that he had added his hints to 
Rhoda's suspidons as to Edith and David but 
he couldn't seem to get on even a probatory foot- 
ing as a suitor. 

** I really believe sometimes that she's sort of 
afraid of me," he said to Edith in all honesty, 
*' and yet I haven't done anything but tell her ex- 
actly how I stand on what a man ought to do for 
a woman and things like that. She agrees with 
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me in nearly everything and she has some keen 
ideas herself but still there always seems to be 
something in the back of her mind that she doesn^t 
say. She's deep — deep as she can be and yet 
I can't help wanting her more than any girl I ever 
knew. We're going down to Coney on the boat 
on Saturday. I'm going to have a real out-and- 
out talk with her where she can't get up and run 
away." Barth had come so amazingly close to 
the truth, as she saw it, that Edith thought she'd 
better not say anything. Rhoda was afraid 
of him because of his uncompromising hon- 
esty. 

Saturday came again with surprising quickness 
and at the breakfast table Miss Gerrity, acting on 
a sub-conscious resolution derived from the news- 
paper man, concluded orally to take Johnny Sleep- 
out by boat that afternoon to Luna Park. The 
story of the play had long since been in Miss 
Liza's possession and when Edith Insisted on buy- 
ing Johnny a complete outfit of clothes land hav- 
ing him fed regularly at Miss Sally's the older 
woman interposed no objection. In fact, she had 
come to regard Edith only with a gentle, quizzical 
smile, as if humorously remarking the singularity 
of any one's spending thirty dollars a week on 
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an income of fifteen. Miss Liza had softened a 
good deal of late and seemed to have reduced her 
suffrage activities. But then, Mr. Pascoe, too, 
had grown noticeably less combative. Edith had 
hopes of them yet. 

As twelve o'clock drew near at Babbitt & Bar- 
clay's that morning even the fact that the Sweet- 
heart Sugar plan was only half finished didn't 
prevent a general slacking up. Mr. Babbitt got 
out his little packet of manila envelopes from his 
safe and made his quiet rounds. If the payee 
wasn't in his or her place just at that moment he 
laid the envelope in the mathematical center of 
the desk and moved on. Hamill came out of his 
retreat and began talking golf again. Mr. Bar- 
clay put his feet on his desk and chaffed Coates. 
Rix put away his books and seemed totally ab- 
sorbed in a description of the Robertson-Millman 
flat. 

It was about this time, too, when every one was 
moving restlessly about the office and dropping 
down in each other's places without much regard 
for regulations, that Miss Kramer came back to 
her desk from somewhere and proceeded to open 
her pay envelope and transfer its contents to her 
hand-bag. There was no particular reason to 
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watch her, but, for some reason, Edith noted the 
action and followed her curiously when she saw 
her pause with a puzzled expression on her face 
and finally walk across to where Mr. Babbitt was 
sitting. 

" I guess there's some mistake," she heard the 
dark girl say. " I'm five dollars short, Mr. Bab- 
bitt." 

" Short? " echoed Babbitt, surprised. " Why, 
that's very curious. I'll have to check up my 
money and see." 

He turned to his safe and looked through his 
Petty Cash drawer. Then he examined his check- 
book and did some hasty figuring on a pad. He 
began to frown. 

" That's very queer," he said to Miss Kramer 
in an undertone which Edith, standing nearby, 
heard. " I must have overpaid some one five dol- 
lars — something I've never done before." 

He made a quiet round of the office and came 
back presently, not a little disturbed. 

" Everything checks out," he said. ** I don't 
really see how it could have happened unless some- 
body has willfully — " He cut his sentence short. 
Babbitt & Barclay had never put any one under 
suspicion and they were not going to begin now 



Digitized by 



Google 



296 GO FORTH AND FIND 

for five dollars. " I guess FU have to make it 
up to you," he said. 

The dark girl nodded without replying and 
accepted the money. She went back to her desk 
and picked up her hand-bag. She already had 
her hat on, and, as it was now twelve, she passed 
behind Edith's vacant chair to go out. Suddenly, 
she stopped. Something in the top drawer of 
Edith's desk which stood half open seemed to 
catch her eye. She looked up with a sweeping 
glance that caught the attention of nearly every 
one in the office. Then she pointed down into 
the drawer. 

'' There is my money," she said in ringing tones. 

There is something connected with the cry of 
"thief" that seems automatically to suspend 
every other activity until the matter is definitely 
and finally settled. Frightened distrust of human- 
kind crawls up from its slimy lair in the blackness 
of the pit. Two thoughts flash into mind. " I 
didn't do it. I wonder who did?" Then — 
open your mouth and your eyes. Crowd in there. 
Use your elbows. Get where you can stare full 
into those faces so suddenly grown terrible — one 
menacing, vociferous, red — one quivering, 
speechless and white — accuser and accused. 
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The people in the Babbitt & Barclay office 
didn't do all of this at once but, without knowing 
quite what it was all about, they promptly felt 
extremely uncomfortable. They stopped talking 
and instinctively drew away from one another. 
One or two looked at Edith, but for the most part 
they stared, open-mouthed, at the dark girl, who 
stood with her head thrown bade and her hand 
pointing rather dramatically at the drawer. 

Sitting in his private office, Barclay heard the 
short, sharp sentence and felt the hush that fol- 
lowed it. Coming out, he found them in a half 
circle in front of Miss Kramer. Immediately be- 
hind him came Rix. 

With all eyes on her Miss Kramer picked some- 
thing out of the drawer and tossed it on the desk. 

" There it is," she said, shortly. '^ My name 
on the outside — " She tore it open under their 
fascinated eyes and plucked out the crisp bills — 
" and my money inside. What have you got to 
say to that, Miss Edith Welles? " 

Edith stepped forward alone to the desk. She 
barely understood what the dark girl meant and 
she certainly did not understand the significance 
of the two envelopes. The envelope which Rhoda 
had received that day was lying empty and crump- 
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led on the desk yet here was another exactly like 
it with the name and amount apparently correct. 
Edith raised her puzzled eyes from the envelopes 
to the woman's face. She read there a strange 
accusation and an unbelievable menace. She was 
being accused of theft. 

Now, Edith didn't know what process of Black 
Art had produced two envelopes or hidden one of 
them in the drawer but she knew the reason for 
the accusation and that was enough. 

" I have only one thing to say," she answered 
simply. '' You put it there." 

Miss Kramer laughed in her face. 

^'/FAy should I put it there?" 

For a moment the question seemed unanswer- 
able. The dark girl looked triumphant. 

" To make me look like a thief, I suppose," was 
the calm reply. 

Somebody laughed and then choked it off. 
Miss Kramer wet her lips and returned to the 
charge. 

*' There is my envelope for the week," she said, 
with sharp insistence. " I was five dollars short 
in it^ And here's the other with the fifteen." 

"Well?" said Edith. 
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" Well," said Miss Kramer, " you put your own 
ten dollars in a last week's envelope, that's what 
you did, and then you exchanged them while I 
wasn't here." 

** Oh," said Edith, understanding the process 
at last. " I begin now to see how you did it — 
I mean, how I did it. It's rather complicated, 
isn't it?" 

In the rear of the group Rix took speechless, 
shocked Tom Barclay by the arm in not at all the 
manner of a lowly employee. " Let Mr. Babbitt 
attend to this," he said. " I have something im- 
portant to say to you." 

"Keep that door shut, Babbitt," Barclay 
growled and strode back to his room. 

Edith saw Rix go with him — and wondered. 
She didn't feel very much disturbed. The sit- 
uation was unpleasant but it was also ridiculous. 
It would clear up in a moment. Then something 
flashed into her mind that made the color leave 
her face. She knew David's impulses — how, if 
he thought he could relieve her distress, he would 
be willing to sacrifice himself in any way, even to 
the extent of calmly stating that the theft had been 
his. What on earth was he up to? She turned 
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her back on the other woman and dropped down 
on a chair, watching Barclay's door. 

In the meantime, Mr. Babbitt, with his spec- 
tacles pushed up on his puzzled forehead, was ex- 
amining the two envelopes. After a time, he 
shook his head and put them in his pocket. He 
looked badly shaken and studiously kept his eyes 
off both women. The others sat down, too, and 
murmured together. 

Miss Kramer still stood. As the moments 
lengthened and nothing happened she grew restive. 

" I don't think there's any further need for me 
here," she remarked. " I've proved all that was 
necessary." 

"Well," said Mr. Babbitt slowly, "perhaps 
you'd better wait just a mite longer till Mr. Bar- 
clay comes out. He might have something to 
say." 

The dark girl frowned. 

" Isn't it clear to you what has happened? " she 
asked. 

" Yes. It's perfectly clear," Babbitt made re- 
ply. " The person who put that envelope in the 
desk stole five dollars." 

" Ah r " she said, relieved. " That's what I've 
been trying to make you see." 
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" I saw it quite a while ago," Babbitt answered. 

Miss Kramer shot a look at him. She picked 
up her hand-bag. 

** Thinking of going? " Babbitt asked, signifi- 
cantly* 

" Do you mean that you would keep me here 
against my will? " she asked sharply. 

" Oh, n-0-0-0," said Babbitt, " but if you ever 
want to come back you'd better stay here now. It 
would look rather strange if you went right now, 
don't you think? Just a little as if your acoasa- 
tion had been hasty. We're — we're rather fond 
of Miss Welles." 

The dark girl hesitated. Her evidence was in 
and quite without a flaw as far as she could see 
but if she didn't stay where she was she would 
lose the one thing she had set out to gain. And 
yet Babbitt's simple words sounded dangerous. 
She wavered and then sat down, apart from the 
rest. She would wait a moment longer and see. 

It was about this time that Edith Welling finally 
made up her mind as to David's future and her 
own. It was time for both of them to leave Bab- 
bitt & Barclay's. If David could write, and there 
was no doubt of this in her mind, it was the acme 
of foolishness for him to waste his good brain 



Digitized by 



Google 



302 GO FORTH AND FIND 

and time in keeping books. She thought she 
would be able to make him see this but if not she 
would find a way through Babbitt & Barclay to 
put him quickly on his feet, although this last 
would entail her leaving the office. And, she was 
beginning to think, this would be a wise thing for 
her to do in any case. To-day's encounter would 
rankle for a long time and she felt a little soiled. 
Furthermore, Mr. Rainey had shown her that it 
was now time for her to look more closely after 
her affairs. 

Barclay's door opened and the two men came 
out. Barclay's rotund face was full of suppressed 
excitement but Rix looked grave. When he saw 
Miss Kramer sitting and waiting he turned away 
to a window. He did not look at Edith. 

" David 1 David Rix," the girl said to herself. 
" What mischief have you been up to ? " 

She rose to meet Mr. Barclay. 

'' / must speak to you, too," she said, with seri- 
ous face. 

"Whatl Another?" laughed Barclay, at 
which Rix started visibly, " oh, all right, Miss 
Welles. Come in. Still being watch-dog, Bab- 
bitt?" 
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" Yq)/' was the response, and Babbitt watched 
the door shut. Then he went over and sat down 
beside Miss Kramer and spoke to her in an under- 
tone. 

There was a murmur for a minute or two in 
the private office — then came an explosive ex- 
dan^ation, followed by Tom Barclay's roar of 
laughter. Still laughing, he wrenched the door 
open and let Edith pass out. 

" Hey I You super-annuated, spectacled old 
moss-back," he shouted at Babbitt. " Come in a- 
running. I've got a story to tell you. Somebody 
just blew up the world! " 

There wasn't much need to worry about the 
theft at Babbitt & Barclay's after that. An audi- 
ble gasp of relief went round the office. They 
looked at each other and broke into smiles. Get- 
ting up, they stretched themselves happily and 
drifted over to surround Edith and Rix who were 
standing looking at one another with puzzled eyes. 
The dark girl was left quite alone. 

She sat there for a little longer, staring in front 
of her and nervously fingering the chain of her 
hand-bag. Finally she got up and went rather 
blindly towards the elevator. There was no one 
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to stop her now or even observe her exit. She 
could go when and where she pleased. It didn't 
seem as if any one cared. 

There was more roaring laughter in Barclay's 
room — wild shouts and sounds of somebody be- 
ing thumped on the back. ** Did you ever hear 
anything like it? " they heard Barclay yell. 

Slowly an idea began to crystallize simultane- 
ously in the respective minds of Coates and Hamill 
and Lucy Millman. With their eyes growing 
larger and their mouths opening ever wider they 
swung around on Edith and Rix with one accord 
and leveled their accusing fingers. 

"Oh — the two foxes!" 

" Thought they could get away with it." 

" Bully work, Rix, old man I" 

Rix and Edith stdod not upon the order of their 
going but fled. As, laughing, they snatched up 
their hats znd rushed for the stairs, the sound of 
Tom Barclay's voice rose above the cries of their 
pursuers. 

"All outl All out! No more work to-day. 
What do you know about those two innocents, any- 
way?" 

The two innocents stopped at the first landing 
between floors. It being rather dark there and 
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quite secluded one of the two took the other in 
his arms and kissed her. 

'^ fVhat^ may I ask, did you say to Barclay to 
start such an uproar? " 

" WeU," she parried, " I didn't tell him that 
you were going to marry me." 

"No?" 

" No. The reason is — youVc never asked 
me. 

" You're evading the question." 

" So are you," pointedly, " and still you're kiss- 
ing me. And now, sir — what did you tell him ? " 

" I guess we're quits," he chuckled. " I'll tell 
if you will." 

" Not I," said Edith darkly. " My secret goes 
with Mr. Barclay to the grave." 

She would have given a good deal to be able to 
picture for him Tom Barclay's amazement when 
she told him who she was. And to tell all that 
Barclay had said to her — for himself and for 
Mr. Babbitt and for every one else whose life and 
hope depended on the fortunes of Babbitt & Bar- 
clay — said very soberly with a quiver in his voice 
and a mist in his eye : 

" We can't ever hope to make it up to you. Miss 
Welling — the debt's too big. We were going 
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down for the third time when you pulled us out." 

" The debt isn't all on your side," she had re- 
plied. " I've learned a good many other things 
besides business methods here." 

And then she had spoken to him about David 
Rix. 

" Yes," she'd acknowledged steadily, although 
she'd grown rosy under his rollicking eye, " we 
might just as well be frank about it, I guess. I'm 
in the position of possibly buying a salary for a 
certain person so that he can't run off to the South 
Pole if he learns somehow that I've a little more 
than he has." 

" I won't ever tell him," Barclay said. " You 
may depend on that. And whatever you want 
done will be done. Let me know when you're 
ready about Rix. But somehow, I have the idea 
that things are going to turn out well for him. 
Probably," and he smiled very broadly, " it won't 
be necessary to add my recommendation to the 
person in question. I only happen to know that 
Mr. Rix may be said — er — to be in every way 
— er — all right.'* 

" You'd think so if you'd seen him fight those 
three Italians," was the naive response. 

As they came out of the building David turned 
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and glanced up at its front where the gold letters 
of " Babbitt & Barclay," gleamed across a high 
window. 

" That's where I first saw her — where I went 
first to find her — where we had our first frightful 
quarrel," he murmured and his eyes smiled. " I'll 
always have a personal affection for that build- 
mg. 

" Passing lightly over the fact that you also con- 
fessed your awful sin there — you speak as if you 
didn't expect to see it again, David." 

To her surprise he nodded. " It's possible," 
he said. " I think I may have something to tell 
you in a little while." 

"Tell mc now/' was the can't-wait-a-minutc 
feminine demand. 

" Quite — oh, quite impossible," he laughed. 
" Anyway — I've had some luck again. I can af- 
ford not only a lunch at the Waldorf but also that 
trip to Coney. Can you stand the shock of such 
extremes?" 

They took the boat an hour or so later at the 
uptown pier and established themselves on the top- 
most deck in the bow. Until then they hadn't 
spoken or even thought of the morning's episode 
in the office but after a time Edith remembered 
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that Barth bad intended to take the dark girl for a 
trip on this same boat that afternoon. She felt 
that she was hoping against hope in the wish that 
he'd enjoy himself. Strange to say, she no longer 
felt any hatred for Rhoda Kramer. Now that 
the episode was over and the other woman gone 
out of her life, she knew, forever, she could only 
feel very, very sorry for her. There was good in 
Miss Kramer but the dark girl was her own worst 
enemy. She began to be afraid that not even the 
rugged character of Barth could control such in- 
tensity. 

The big side-wheeler made its appointed stops 
and the joyous multitude swarmed aboard. But 
the two up in the bow close to the starboard rail 
with their hands clasped were not thinking of the 
multitude, for while they were in this world they 
were not of it. Did they think they were the only 
two out of the hurly-burly of the city who had ever 
found their heart's desire in this ride of enchant- 
ment? Let those who have never been young 
scoff as they may but let all true lovers see die 
shores recede and glimpse the open sea, for die 
unknown is the most beautiful of all. 

As they neared Fort Wadsworth his4iand right- 
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ened on hers. She looked up and saw the high 
knoll and smiled her response to his worshiping 
eyes. 

In a low tonC) almost a whisper^ he spoke to her. 

" I'll ask you now," he said, " because it was 
up there that you taught me to be brave. Will 
you marry me, Edith? " 

" Yes, David, dear," she said softly. 

A second time he asked her something. 

" Will you marry me next week, Edith? " 

And again she answered him, although she trem- 
bled and her voice shook. 

"Yes, David." 

" It is you who are brave," he said. ** Now 
let us see what Selden & Company have to say." 
He took an envelope from his pocket and opened 
it. 

She clutched the hand that held the small sheet 
and gave a low gasp of surprise. Her eyes leaped 
to read the two short sentences. 

"We have submitted your play, 'On the Edge,' to 
Klohman & Q)mpany and they are interested in it Will 
you kindly come in to see us at your first opportunity? " 

" The impossible has happened," the man said 
in a shaky voice for he, too, was reading it for the 
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first time. " They can't, by any calculation, have 
had the play more than two days. Was there ever 
anything more wonderful? " 

She could not answer him because it was all won- 
derful and had been so from the beginning. But 
her look told him all she would say. 

On their way back in the late afternoon they be- 
gan to make their plans. 

" I have some money saved up," he said. ** We 
might even be able to take a trip somewhere." 

" What would it cost us to go abroad for six 
weeks, say, to Italy? " she asked, with an almost 
wifely lade of expression in her face. 

"Well, we miffht do it for five hundred dol- 
lars," he answered thoughtfully. " It depends." 

'* I have some money saved up, too," the girl 
said. " Is there any reason why we can't make 
up the total with that and gof '' 

" Yes, two very good reasons," he made answer 
with an odd smile. " Your trousseau is one of 
them and the other is a strong suspicion that I'd 
be so unhappy about it that even a trip to Italy 
wouldn't cure." 

" I don't need any trousseau," said this amazing 
young woman, though not untruthfully. "Un* 
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less there's some law against it I'll marry you in 
this plain blue suit'' 

" The time is short," he conceded, in all serious- 
ness. " Probably we can get your clothes later 
on. 

" Over there/^ she said firmly. 

He shook with laughter. 

" You win," he said. " We'll manage some- 
how. When we're married will you let me oc- 
casionally buy a little food for the establishment 
and pay a fraction of the rent? " 

** I'll think about it," she said severely, and had 
her own reason for amusement. 

The girl's eyes strayed back through the crowd 
on the boat. Every one seemed gently weary. 
Having gorged themselves on the marvelous 
sights, sounds, smells, food and drink of the joy- 
ous bedlam set up on the hot sands they were go- 
ing back, replete and happy, to their niches in the 
stony canyons of the city. The tired mother with 
her lolly-pop smeared infants, the quartettes of 
pasty youths with caps and nasal tenors, the shirt- 
sleeved Germans with their songs and beer, the 
frankly sentimental pairs with their heads on each 
others shoulders — all were there and the waves 
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lulled them into contented quiescence while the salt 
breeze and the candy merchant kept them from 
going entirely to sleep. 

But Edith presently descried one small person 
in whom was no sign of fatigue. A few yards 
back along the other rail Johnny Sleepout stood 
chattering to Miss Liza seated on a camp stool 
with her hand holding down her hat During the 
past four hours Johnny had seen and personally 
tested the Seven Wonders of the World. He had 
ridden on everything mechanical that slid^ swam, 
rolled, rocked, dipped or ricocheted. HeM been 
shot through fantastic caverns of the underworld 
where breath-stopping panoramas burst on him 
out of delicious obscurity and bright red demons 
lurked behind glittering stalactites and he'd been 
hurtled through the clouds on a roaring roller 
coaster that nearly snapped his delighted head 
off. He'd ridden a burro up and down a 
thoroughly perilous trail in the Far West — had 
hit a target with a baseball and procured the im- 
mersion of an African in a tank and had dropped 
a rattan hoop over a jack-knife of such unnatural 
size as to resemble a deadly weapon, while in the 
almost imperceptible interludes he had managed 
to break all physical laws bearing on the consump- 
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^rion of hot-dogs and ice cream cones. To any 
ordinary nature or digestion such a delirium of 
joy would have meant complete coma for an equal 
number of hours but the boat itself had yet to be 
explored and Johnny's investigations, having be- 
gun with the engines, were now extending to the 
upper works, whither Miss Liza's occasionally 
anxious eyes followed him. 

I " So that's our young* partner in crime," David 
said with grateful surprise when Johnny had been 
pointed out. " Does the little rascal know all he's 
responsible for? If your friend Miss Liza who, 
by the way, looks more like a mother just now than 
a spinster, doesn't forestall us we'll have to look 
after his future, Edith." 

! "Johnny's future is already secure," she an- 
swered him, though she didn't say how. She was 
relieved to see that he thought it was somehow in 
Miss Liza's hands. While she wondered idly if 
Miss Liza really had anything in view for Johnny 
her eyes roamed elsewhere around the boat. 

Now, the deck of a holiday steamboat may be, 
in theory, a public place where all the world may 
see and hear but the reality is divided off by in- 
visible partitions into cabinets particulier, where 
the camp-stool on the right neither knows nor 
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cares what the camp-stool on the left is saying. 
In this complete privacy two people may be merry 
or sad or quarrel to their heart's content — one 
may avow his love and sue and be accepted or, 
with greater discretion, be sorrowfully rejected, 
all quite without effect on any one else. With 
these new found appreciations to amuse her 
Edith's eyes presently encountered two people fac- 
ing away from her on the other side of the boat 
who were obviously as much alone as if they had 
been on a desert isle with most of the isle between 
them. 

If backs can be eloquent the man's said that he 
was badly disconcerted. He had tried, and was 
still trying, to entertain but when the other person 
persists in staring moodily at the distant shore 
with only monosyllabic replies it takes a brave 
heart to keep up a conversation. Not even 
Barth's courage was equal to it. 

After the iirst surprise of finding her confessed 
enemy on the same boat with her Edith put away 
her feeling of distaste with the thought that there 
was no need for them either to meet or speak. 
She said nothing to David but sat studying the 
^rl's unyielding remoteness and imagining what 
must be running through her mind. 
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It wasn't hard to understand Rhoda Kramer's 
moroseness. Her place at Babbitt & Barclay's 
was gone beyond recall and gone, too, were its 
good will and all its friendships. Irretrievably 
gone, furthermore, was all chance of interesting 
David Rix in herself, whatever the dark girl's 
purpose in that had been. Edith had never been 
entirely sure that Rhoda was honestly in love with 
David but whether she had wanted him for him- 
self or for the mo^e intelligible purpose of help 
in getting on the stage the woman's efforts had 
very definitely come to naught. She had staked 
her all on an almost childish plot and she had 
lost. She looked sick with chagrin. 

And yet Edith couldn't find it in her heart 
either to hate or despise her. Sometimes it hap- 
pens that an enemy's efforts are so admirably in- 
tense as to palliate to some extent their misdoings 
and there was that atmosphere about the woman 
which made one pity her for her rage against her- 
self. In so far as this wordless self scorn^ made 
the girl rude to poor Barth, however, Edith did 
not feel like forgiving her. She could see that 
Barth hadn't asked his question yet for there was 
still too much familiarity between them, but be- 
cause she knew that Rhoda must be fully aware of 
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what was in the man's mind she thought she was 
treating him very badly. 

It occurred to her then that she hadn't yet 
learned exactly how David had been able to send 
Barth where he might find a new position. This 
was but one of these many small mysteries anent 
Monsieur Rix which were yet to be explained and 
she turned to him with a smile in her eyes and 
question on her lips. As she did so, she was sur- 
prised to hear him give a sudden exclamation and 
see him spring to his feet. In the same moment, 
a woman's scream rose from the other side of the 
boat. A jumble of cries followed and two distinct 
shouts, the first of which was repeated by hundreds 
of voices. 

" Man overboard I " 

"Stop her! Stop her!'' 

Much as if they'd all been suddenly derricked 
from their stools the deckful of people rose up in 
a confused, shouting mass. The women, for the 
most part, stood still repeating the cry or beseech- 
ing each other to say what the trouble was, but 
every man and boy promptly made a mad rush 
for the other side of the boat, struggling and push- 
ing and falling in heaps over the abandoned camp 
stools and each other. Ahead of the rush went 
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Rix — Edith could see his tall figure above the 
crowd penned up against the rail. The crowd 
broke back almost at once, as if to make room 
within itself. She saw a white-painted life pre- 
server ring whirl into the air out of his hand and 
disappear overside. Before the mass of people 
closed in again she caught a glimpse of Miss 
Liza's face, white and agonized, and knew in- 
stinctively what had happened. Johnny Sleepout 
had fallen overboard I 

With almost the first cry, the boat's engines had 
been stopped and reversed and now its whole 
structure quivered and strained as the paddle 
wheels churned furiously. Under the sweep of 
the hundreds rushing across the upper and lower 
decks, however, the boat began to list heavily to 
starboard. Again a cry went up, swelling from 
the faint scream of a white faced woman into a 
roar of panic. At this dangerous moment, a vol- 
ley of orders shot down from the pilot house and 
a dozen of deckhands appeared from nowhere at 
all and charged ferociously into the packed mass. 
With foot and fist and curses not a whit less un- 
feeling these drove the people away from the 
rail and herded them into the center of the deck. 
Then two of the crew leaped into a lifeboat and 
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were let down to the water with a scream of 
pulleys, getting out their oars as they went 

It was about this time that Edith began to un- 
derstand the meaning of the second cry that had 
risen when Johnny went over. For a moment 
she had been terribly afraid that David would 
take it on himself to follow the boy into the water 
but she knew now that some reckless soul had un- 
dertaken the task even before the life preserver 
had been thrown. With tremendous relief she 
saw David struggling to get out of the crowd and 
heard him call to her. 

" She's got him to the life buoy,*' he shouted. 
Then bedlam broke loose and she could hear no 
more. But she knew who the rescuer was. 
Rhoda Kramer who, at least, could s\nm, had 
leaped the rail in the first instant of the accident 
and was now somewhere out there hundreds of 
yards behind the boat trying to save Johnny. 

" Thank Heaven they were both behind the pad- 
dle box," David cried as he tore himself loose at 
last and hurried across to Edith. "They 
wouldn't have stood a chance if they'd been up 
forward. Get up on this stool and see what you 



can see." 



It was sundown and the water was smooth, but 
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even so it was hard to distinguish anything but 
a single black dot, back there in the foamy track, 
so dreadfully far away was the buoy and the two 
who were clinging to it. Towards this dot the 
lifeboat was racing as fast as the two thick armed 
deckhands could drive it. Meanwhile, the 
steamer backed down over its own wake with an 
increasing momentum which made the lifeboat's 
progress seem almost nothing. Watching so, 
through the long, terrible minutes, Edith felt some 
one clutch David's arm. 

The newspaper man stood beside them with 
mortal anguish bitten deep in his face. 

" The bravest thing I ever saw or heard of," 
he was half crying, half shouting. " She didn't 
wait an instant. I tried to grab her but she 
pushed me off like a wild woman and jumped right 
out of my hands. For heaven's sake, Rix — tell 
me what you see I " Without waiting for an an- 
swer Barth ran frantically about looking for some- 
thing on which to climb up. Finally he found a 
tall, box-like ventilator and clambered up its slip- 
pery sides only to discover that the heat rushing 
up from below made it impossible to stand there 
and so had to slide down again and go running 
from one side of the. boat to the other in an at- 
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tempt to find a place where he could see over the 
heads of the crowd. A moment later Edith was 
glad that Barth could find no way to see, for some- 
thing had happened for which only she and David 
knew the reason, and which neither would ever 
want to explain. 

It was not very far now from either boat or 
steamer to the buoy and the two heads were easily 
distinguishable. It was plain, too, that Johnny 
was in no great straits. The life-ring was riding 
well out of the water and to all appearances 
Johnny's arms were twisted through the ropes on 
its sides so that he had a grip that death itself 
would hardly have broken. The boy's face was 
pale but it held no sign of fear. 

Nearer and nearer came the boats, while from 
the decks an imending stream of encouragement 
poured down. Only a few yards more and the 
two would be saved. Already people were turn- 
ing away from the rail with relieved laughter. 

It was here and now that Edith saw why the 
life-ring was so far out of the water and why 
Johnny was safe. The girl was not using the 
ring at all. She had looped the ropes around 
Johnny's arms and shown him how to hang in 
the water without struggling, but, as for herself, 
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she was keeping up solely by her own efforts, sadly 
hampered and weighted down by her dress. 

Edith caught a glimpse of her face, ordinarily 
so full of color. It had gone dead white. Much 
stranger, however, was the fact that there was no 
expression in it — not even the strained hope 
of rescue. She was lying back in the water as if 
exhausted. It seemed as if she didn't care 
whether she had any longer the power to float 
or not. 

A few strokes more and the sailor in the bow 
of the lifeboat dropped his oars and clutched at 
Johnny's collar. With a heave he dragged both 
boy and life-ring into the boat and dumped them 
unceremoniously in the bottom. Then he shouted 
directions at his mate and leaned out to reach the 
girl 

But Rhoda Kramer had other plans. With a 
chill of horror, Edith saw the dead white face 
framed in its black, unbound hair sink slowly out 
of sight. Rhoda Kramer had come to the con- 
clusion that after all the game was hardly worth 
the candle. Rather than go back and fight her 
troubles anew she would quietly yield up her 
place. 

There were very few, if any, besides Edith, who 
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understood. With the unknown little boy, who 
had given them this agreeable thrill, safe in the 
boat, all the breathless thousands could see was 
that his heroic savior had mysteriously disap- 
peared. Then, in an instant, they realized what 
had happened and a frantic cry went up. 

"Save her I The other one I Dive, man I 
Dive I She's gone down I " 

Better than those on the steamer, the man in 
the boat knew what to do and he tumbled over- 
board not two yards from the spot where Rhoda 
had gone down. Sick at heart and unable to 
watch any longer, Edith got weakly down from 
the stool and rested her head for a moment against 
David's breast. Then she went to Miss Liza and 
took the anguished woman in her arms. 

" Johnny is saved/ '' 

Miss Liza broke down completely. 

" rU never forgive myself as long as I live," 
sl\e sobbed. " It was all my fault for letting him 
monkey-shine on that stool. Another second I'd 
have gone in myself and God knows I can't swim 
a stroke. And now he'll catch his death of cold 
with all his wet clothes and die anyhow. They 
saved both, didn't they? Don't tell me — " 

Edith couldn't answer. With her arm around 
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the shuddering woman, she strained her ears for 
the joyful cry that would say Rhoda was saved, 
but all she could hear was a gasp from unnum- 
bered throats. There was a speechless interval, 
and then, as the boat came alongside, people 
craned their necks over the rail with broken ex- 
clamations of pity. 

Two men broke away from the crowd and 
rushed for the stairs. Barth was ahead, with 
face convulsed, David next. As Rix ran, he beck- 
oned to Edith and the two women hurried below 
in his wake. Behind them came the rush of the 
eager hundreds. 

Once more the deckhands drove the crowd back, 
but David and Barth fought a way through for 
the two women, and in another moment the damp 
cause of all the trouble was clasped tight in Miss 
Liza's arms. 

" Gee I I went down more'n a tousand miles,** 
Johnny was heard to state as he was borne swiftly 
away to be dried out and dosed with hot coffee 
and wept over anew. " She wuz ah all right lady, 
she wuz. I asked her to grab hold of the dough- 
nut but she kep' sayin' it wasn't big enough fer 
two." 

Inside the little ring of deckhands, a young 
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doctor, with his coat off, knelt beside Rhoda's limp 
form and issued his crisp commands. 

" No. Not that way. Straight up and down. 
Don't make any break in the movement. Just 
slow and steady. It's going to be a long job, I 
fear." 

The minutes went by, slow-footed, pregnant 
with anguish. The doctor sent for brandy and 
had a state-room prepared — the crowd pressed 
closer, all mouth and staring eyes, and had to be 
driven back again — the man who had been rais- 
ing and lowering the girl's arms became exhausted, 
and yielded up his place to Barth. Still the doc- 
tor, watch in hand and impassive, knelt beside the 
lifeless form with his keen eyes fixed on the girl's 
face. 

Ten — fifteen — twenty minutes passed away, 
and still there was no sign. On the outskirts of 
the circle Edith leaned against David and wept si- 
lently. Barth's face grew haggard. 

Then, of a sudden, the doctor gave an ejacula- 
tion and bent closer. A faint, fluttering sigh 
issued from the girl's lips — to be caught up on 
the Instant and passed along the deck and up the 
stairs and swelled into a wave of relief and a glad 
cry. 
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"She's coming to I" 

It is hard to say just what thoughts accompany 
the physical agonies of a re-entry into this world, 
but we may hope that Rhoda Kramer's were not 
those of complete regret. When Edith saw the 
color stealing slowly back into the girl's lips and 
cheek she drew away from the circle and took 
David with her. She would not add the pain of 
shamed recollection to what the dark girl was 
passing through. Let those eyes, which ha^ so 
nearly been closed forever, open first on one who 
loved her. And so it was Barth alone who was 
waiting for Rhoda Kramer when she set foot on 
earth again in anguish of soul and body and it was 
his voice that first sounded in her ears, broken 
with feeling and incoherent with praise. 

They took her away from him then until she 
was more fully recovered. Miss Liza and Edith 
taking charge. But when she was able to sit up 
the newspaper man was back again, for the boat 
was docking. 

She heard him with wonder and shook her head 
feebly in denial. If he only knew I She looked 
up at Edith with quivering lips, almost afraid 
to meet her eyes under the impetuous flood of 
praise. 



Digitized by 



Google 



326 GO FORTH AND FIND 

Edith shut Barth out for a moment and took 
the girl's limp hand in hers. 

" Rhoda," she said earnestly, " youVe done a 
very brave and splendid thing. I honor you for it 
from the bottom of my heart. That's why you 
mustn't think now or ever again about what hap- 
pened this morning. It doesn't matter in the 
least. The thing that does matter Is that this 
poor fellow outside loves and adores you with his 
whole heart and soul and I want you to promise 
to listen to him." 

To her surprise, a wave of color flooded the 
girl's face. 

"Listen?'^ echoed Rhoda, with dilated eyes. 
" I'll listen fast enough, if that's what he wants. 
But you know how rotten I've been. He's the 
finest man I know, but he's made me afraid of him. 
He's too good for a girl like me. He'll find it 
out, sure as fate." 

" Then I'd marry him just as soon as I could," 
Edith laughed joyously, out of her new wisdom, 
and she swung open the door. " Come in, Mr. 
Barth. Somebody wants to see you — alone." 

And Barth, with his soul in his eyes, went in. 
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An hour later Rix looked across their little din- 
ner table at Edith and smiled. 

** A man overboard — a rescue and recovery 
from drowning — and a sure-enough engagement, 
all in one afternoon! Has the day been long 
enough, belovedest? " 

" That question ought to be mine," she an- 
swered. " Then you could say — * Full of ex- 
'citement, but, thanks to you, not half long enough.' 
Eh — how many engagements did you say? " she 
asked, with faintly arched brows. 

** Just one," he replied, unconcerned. " You 
see — I engaged myself to you without reserve 
nearly three months ago. However, Fll confess 
that you weren't present at the time." 

" Suppose I were not present now." 

" I can't. Hereafter, you play in every scene." 

" Then I'm a star? " she dimpled. 

" You're my star," he said firmly, dropping his 
hand to cover hers. " And the small wagon of 
my hopes is hitched tight fast." 

They ate their modest dinner with a reasonable 
allowance of thoughtful silences, for both were 
conscious that the time had come for making plans. 
Something told them, too, that this would be their 
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last dinner together at the little table d'hote and, 
simultaneously, they sighed, then laughed. 

" No more eau de claret — *' 

"No more snowy linen that snows and 
snows — " 

" Or the cold and lonely sardine — ^" 

" Or the ' gooda spaghett ' — " 

" Promise that you'll bring me here at least 
once a year," Edith said. 

" On our anniversary? " he asked, boldly. 

"Our — anniversary," she nodded, and grew 
helplessly pink. 

"What day of the week would that be? " he 
pursued relentlessly. 

" Must I? " she parried, with the flame mount- 
ing in her cheek. Oh, dear, oh, dear I Why 
couldn't he give her more time ? Didn't he know 
that this was Saturday and that weeks had only 
seven days? Not that she had so much to do, 
but there was a tremendous lot to think about. 
Why couldn't he let her dream a little longer? 
Wasn't he being just a little bit insistent? Was it 
quite fair for him to lead her into this ingenious 
trap ? Would they be married all alone, without 
any one to help ? 

She began to feel a little unhappy. Something 
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Inexorable seemed closing In on her, like Foe's 
ever diminishing prison cell. The end of her days 
as a free agent was drawing terribly near. After 
this there would always be one other to consult. 
Already she felt the pressure — and grew afraid. 
Her color ebbed and her lip quivered. She could 
not meet his eyes. Then a strong but tender hand 
closed on hers and she heard the murmur of his 
deep voice. 

" If I thought I would ever bring you unhappl- 
ness, Edith, you could put It off until the Judg- 
ment Day. Are you unhappy now?" 

So simple a question with which to brush away 
her reasonless sadness and perplexities I Startled 
uncomfortably by the sound of the thought, she 
raised her eyes and found In his, as always, the 
sane, steady warmth of love that had changed all 
the world for her. Unhappy? With David? 
She laughed joyously, with shining eyes. It 
wasn't possible. But perhaps It was she who was 
making him unhappy. 

'^ Friday! '' she said, with pink decision. 

They went shortly after that and paused at 
Miss Sally's steps to say good-night. They knew 
It was too soon for Barth to be back for they'd 
seen him, with eyes for no one else, stow Rhoda 
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away in a taxi-cab down at the dock and whisk 
her away as fast as wheels would go, and, by the 
same sign, there would never be any counting on 
the newspaper man^s hoyrs again, but they both 
wondered what Miss Liza had done with Johnny. 
As they stood there, Mr. Pascoe and Miss Sally 
Winkler appeared at the front door, audibly con- 
tinuing a conversation which had apparently been 
begun inside. It was plain that Mr. Pascoe, for 
some reason, was much agitated. 

" I cannot understand it," he was saying, almost 
brokenly. " Here we have had Miss Gerrity in 
this house as a boarder for more than three years 
and now, without a moment's warning we are 
calmly informed that she intends to leave. In- 
tends to leave with her future whereabouts totally 
unrecorded, unspecified, unknown. No forward- 
ing address. No telephone number. No noth- 
ing/'' 

"Well. You can't blame me, Mr. Pascoe," 
retorted Miss Sally, sharply. " If I was to give 
you reasons for all the queer things women do I 
wouldn't have time to eat or sleep. All / know is 
she packed her trunk last night and said I could 
have her room in the morning. I don't think it's 
anything in the house that she's objected to." 
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" I should hope not/ '' Mr. Pascoe said vigor- 
ously, thumping his cane on the steps. " Haven't 
we always been just as pleasant to her as was hu- 
manly possible? Haven't you? Haven't I? 
Hasn't everybody? I shan't deny that our argu- 
ments have occasionally been acrimonious, but I'll 
be frank to say that I purposely sold Zeke back 
to the bird-and-dog man a whole week ago, so 
as to minimize the number of possible encounters. 
In case she is not aware of that fact, do you think 
— do you think it might possibly have some slight 
effect on her decision? " 

" WeU," said Miss SaUy, iUuminatingly, " she 
wasn't above having a good, out-and-out cry over 
the fuss between Archibald and Zeke. And be- 
fore she went away with the little Johnny-boy this 
noon she told me she never wanted to see another 
suffragette as long as ever she lived." 

"The boy — the boyl Where is the boy?" 
shouted Mr. Pascoe. " That little rascal's at the 
bottom of this whole confounded mystery." 

As if in response, two figures turned the corner 
of the street and drew near by slow progressions, 
growing more certainly distinguishable as they 
approached the flickering lamp in front of the 
house. Johnny and Miss Liza, having enjoyed a 
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hearty supper, were wandering homewards in per- 
fect accord with God and man, conversing in- 
terminably and consuming chocolate creams to- 
gether out of a paper bag. 

At the foot of the steps, with Miss Sally a hesi- 
tant auditor in the doorway above and Edith and 
David standing by in unobtrusive amusement, Mr. 
Pascoe confronted the two and tapped his cane 
sharply on the sidewalk. 

'^ E'lizabethf said Mr. Pascoe, to more than 
one hearer's stupefaction. " What's this non- 
sense I hear about your leaving this roof?" 

'' WUUyuml '' answered Miss Gerrity, without 
an instant's hesitation, and firmly imprisoned 
Johnny's hand through the paper bag. " Since 
when has it been any concern to you what I did 
or where I went?" 

At this pointed rejoinder Mr. Pascoe's after- 
noon of anxiety came to a head and he seemed to 
lose his last remaining bit of poise. His acerbic 
dignity had been completely broken some hours 
before, when the news of Miss Liza's intended 
departure was first noised about and he seemed 
now to be only a very much harassed and contrite 
old man. 

'' Elizabeth Tascoel Must I say it? At last? 
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Again ? " he stammered. " Your goings and com- 
ings are matters of infinite importance. Why — 
hang it all — you're all I have. I can't — I sim- 
ply can't go on this way any longer. I won't have 
you running off into the world where I can't find 
you whenever you take it into your head. Come 
now 1 Let's be sensible people, once more. Let's 
start life over again. What is it you want, Eliza- 
beth? Don't be afraid to tell me. I've been the 
first to give in, haven't I? Here I am, all flat- 
tened out, waiting for you to walk on me. Now, 
be fair and tell me what you want? Is it — is it 
this boy?" 

" Yes, William," answered Mrs. Pascoe, in a 
very low voice, " it is. But I wasn't ever going 
to tell, until you made me." 

** Great Grief 1" was Mr. Pascoe's anguished 
exclamation. " I wouldn't have interposed a sin- 
gle objection. I don't now. How on earth could 
I ? Haven't I always wanted children more than 
anything else that Heaven could give us? Just 
because we had none of our own — " 

*' But you were terrible about it, William. 
You've been terrible for years. That's why I 
wouldn't ever give you the satisfaction of knowing 
that I wanted them every bit as much as you." 
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There I The secret is out — for Mr. Pascoe 
as well as for you, dear reader, but do not think 
that any one beyond the diree on the pavement will 
hear more of this conversation — for Edith and 
David have quiddy turned away out of earshot 
and Miss Sally has gone inside and shut the door 
and sat down in her little dark parlor, to rock back 
and forth and weep and croon and finally go be- 
low to drive the servants from the area windows 
and hug Archibald tight to her own childless 
breast.* 
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CHAPTER XI 

Friday — at noon 1 And to-day was Sunday I 

With couch and bureau and chairs strewn with 
clothes, Edith Welling sat on the floor in front of 
her trunk in her little room at Miss Sally's. It 
was her belief that she was sorting out her ward- 
robe and the desperate confusion lent some color 
to that idea but the truth was that she had been 
sitting motionless for ten minutes or more with 
one arm immersed in a silk stocking while the 
other lay along the edge of her trunk and sup- 
ported her head. 

The principal fatality surrounding an engage- 
ment is that one is eventually confronted by the 
problem of marriage, not to say the inexorable 
march orf the hours towards the day itself. If 
we omit the doubtful pleasure of hanging there 
may be few things more mind filling except, per- 
haps, the glare of the foot-lights through the cur- 
tain when one's lines are only half learned. 

It was beginning to be a serious business. 
335 
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Leaving out tcxiay, she had only four days left. 
In this time she must see Mr. Rainey and tell 
that gentleman something which he unquestion- 
ably did not expect to hear — must have her 
trunks at home packed with the things that would 
be her own to wear again after Friday — must 
arrange for an absence of two months at the 
least — and must be back in New York Thursday 
so as to go with David early Friday morning to 
get their license. This last she had postponed 
purposely, for she was still uncomfortably unde- 
cided as to whom besides Mr. Rainey she would 
ask to the ceremony. She was confronted with 
the problem of continuing to be a Welles instead 
of a Welling until the last possible moment, and 
if some one among her old friends divulged her 
secret or if the fact of their license were pub- 
lished one day sooner than Friday she knew that 
the society columns in New York as well as 
Philadelphia would fairly shriek with excite- 
ment. 

But there were many other matters besides 
these to think about. Up to a certain point wed- 
ding details are joyful time fillers instead of diffi- 
culties. In the customary course of events there 
would be congratulations, luncheons, dinners, 
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presents and their letters, bridesmaids and their 
gowns, trips to the milliners, hours with the 
modiste, rehearsals at the church, unending tele- 
phoi^e calls — all of which would keep the bride- 
to-be so successfully occupied as to bring her limp 
but unterrified to the altar, but when one has no 
mother, no bridesmaids, no matron of honor — 
no one to confide in, to question — not even one 
to reassure a fond judgment as to a certain per- 
son's unusual good looks, or nobility or future — 
when one feels as coldly, helplessly alone as if she 
were an atom swinging in space between the 
worlds, there comes an hour of doubt and fear 
and companionless misery. 

Once more the girl yearned, hungered, almost 
wept for Letty. Why hadn't she seen what the 
future had so surely in store and sent for her 
weeks ago ? Why hadn't she put off the day 
until a cable could bring that dear heart hurrying 
home? What wouldn't she give for just one 
hour of motherly advice and comfort and the 
assurance that she was making no mistake ? She 
would be ready when Friday came, of course, 
but she had not thought the interval would be so 
terrible. 

Some one knocked on her door. She gathered 
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herself together and rose and opened it. Then 
she gasped and fell forward into a pair of plump 
arms. 

"Edith I •' 

And then — the babble that just escapes babel, 
the tears and laughter that skirt hysteria, the mar- 
vel of two people talking without ceasing and with- 
out either missing a word, the hugs and kisses 
that chink in. 

Yes. It was Letty. Brown and healthy, 
poised and capable — with the huge comfort of 
common sense in every firm line of her generous 
bulk and a wealth of warm love in her eyes. Oh I 
the satisfaction of one's own kind in the hour of 
need! Edith hugged her with a relief that re- 
fused to be put into words. 

" Where did you come from, Angel Woman? " 

" San Francisco." 

''fFhenf' 

" Just this morning." 

''fFhyf" 

" Because," chuckled Letty, " it was high time 
I was here." 

" No other reason? " asked Prompt Suspicion. 

" Not unless you give me one." 
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** Oh, dear, no," said Edith, promptly pinking. 
"At least, not yetl" 

"Not yetl* echoed Letty Warren shrewdly; 
" Edith Welling I You will immediately look me 
in the eyes. What are you doing in New York? " 

" Wo-wo-working," answered the pink lady, 
valiantly. 

"At what?" 

" Fm a stenographer. At least, I woi. Vm 
not now. I'm not anything. I was just gettmg 
ready to-to-to go home I " 

" I see," said Letty. " Yes, I see. If you 
don't mind, I'll sit down and get my bearings and 
then you c^n tell me his name. But tell me first 
of all why you picked out a poor man." 

Amazement, consternation, stupefaction — 
mouth, eyes, eyebrows and hands. 

" I never said he was poor. I never even men^ 
Honed him. fFho has been telling you? " 

'' You told me, silly," laughed Letty. " Your 
last letter fairly reeked with love in a cottage — 
water and a crust. Of course, you didn't give his 
name. That's why I'm here. Does he know 
who you are?" 

Edith got up and closed (he door. 

" Letty," she said, " I'm afraid you've been 
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misdirected. " Edith Welling — the curious, 
timid, naive and childish young woman you used 
to know, doesn't live here at all. This room is 
occupied by Miss Welles, a bold and efficient sten- 
ographer Vho's worked up from nine dollars to 
fifteen in three months, who can play a waltz back- 
handed on the typewriter, and who isn't afraid of 
Jew or Gentile. At the end of this week she's 
going to prove her hardy nature by being married 
in a plain blue suit — " 

" I knew itl " Letty cried. " I came home on 
the first steamer — " 

" To a bookkeeper — " 

" Oh, dear ! " said Letty faintly, and stopped 
her fan. 

" Who isn't a bookkeeper—" 

" No, no. Of course not — " 

"He's a playwright 1" 

" And a poor one 1 " 

" No," hotly. " A very good one ! " 

" He is poor. You said so I But his name, 
my dear I His name I " 

" David Rix." 

"Who doesn't know you're Edith Welling! 
Well, I hope you know who he is. Who is his 
father? What does he do? Where does he live ? " 
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'' I don't know," said Edith, shortly, for sh« 
knew what was coming. 

"And his mother?" 

" Don't know. Hasn't any, I guess." 

" No family^ dearest? " 

"No. No family," desperately. "They're 
all dead. He never had any. They've moved 
away." She looked up resentfully, then pounced 
on the other with a little scream. " Letty, you 
impi You're making fun of me ! But go on, if 
you like. I'm ^ure I don't care. I only know 
I'm perfectly, outrageously happy. And I can't 
tell him a single thing, nor yo^/ can't, till the day 
we're married. If I do, it will never, never 
happen." 

"He'll resign?" 

"No. I'll be * fired.' " 

" Humph I " said Letty. " The man isn't real. 
He's a dream man. When can I see this impe- 
cunious angel?" 

" Friday morning — when I'm married. But 
perhaps Thursday afternoon. I'll think about it" 

^^ Edith! ^^ cried the older woman reproach- 
fully. '' Now you're going too far I " 

" We're only going to Italy. We can't go any 
farther. We haven't any money! Oh, Letty I 



Digitized by 



Google 



34^ GO FORTH AND FIND 

Don't you see? Can't you understand whyt 
Isn't it simply wonderful? " 

There was a pause. The older woman looked 
round the room. Faded, forlorn, preposterously 
furnished — with cracked, stained walls, a thread- 
bare carpet and stony-hearted couch — odors of 
suspicious culinary arts leaking up from below — 
the hot, noisy, tawdry street outside — this was 
where the daughter of the Welling millions had 
willingly spent 4hree long, lonely months while 
she, Letty Warren, traveled in sumptuous luxury. 
In the face of these strange, aye, impossible, sur- 
roundings she took a long moment in which to col- 
lect herself and make reply. And yet the answer 
lay in everything before her eyes — the irrefutable 
answer. 

" Yes. I see," she said in a low voice. " It's 
all of that. It's thoroughly unbelievable. But 
I can't be sure that you've made no mistake till I 
see the man who could make you satisfied with 
such a dreadful place all through a hot sununer. 
It looks — it looks like real love to me, Edith. I 
hope you'll be happy. And now — won't you 
come bade to Philadelphia, for just a day or 
two?" 
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The next morning In Philadelphia, at eight 
o'clock, Letty Warren held low converse with 
some one over the telephone in her bedroom, and 
at ten o'clock had quietly left the house and was in 
the office down on Chestnut Street. 

** Sam Rainey," she said, even before the door 
was shut, " have you been fast asleep all summer 
or are you suffering from senile decay? " 

** It looks like it, doesn't it?" her brother-in- 
law agreed with seeming helplessness, while he 
poked a long, dry forefinger inquisitively among 
his papers. 

"In a plain — blue — suit I ^' snorted Mrs. 
Warren. " Have you ever heard of such a thing? 
I suppose he will wear his * sleeves ' and give her 
a gold pen for a wedding gift Won't that be per- 
fectly lovely! And she absolutely refuses to let 
us see him one hour before Friday I Sam I Isn't 
there some way in which we can hold this up for 
a month or six weeks? Leaving her out of the 
question for the moment, have you thought what 
this kind of a marriage is going to do to 115 f 
We'll have to go into retirement for the rest 
of our lives. What on earth are we going to 
do?" 

*' WfeU," said Samuel Rainey, having found the 
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paper he ^^anted, ^^ all this secrecy on her part 
is yery perplexing, of course, but I suppose she has 
a good reason for it Very possibly she believes 
that you and I are too old and irresponsible to be 
trusted with secrets. Still, I guess you'll agree 
that sometimes we old people think of ways to un- 
ravel mysteries that young ones overlook. If 
you'll look over this — er — report, you'll sec 
that I haven't been entirely idle this sununer." 

With a puzzled look in her eyes, Mrs. Warren 
accepted the typewritten sheet and raised her 
lorgnette. Without change of a muscle in her 
face and only slow, stertorous breaths to mark the 
passage of time she read the thorough document 
through to the end. 

" Weill " said Mrs. Letty, with a sigh so tre- 
mendous that it was impossible to say whether it 
expressed astonishment or relief, ** you're actually 
sagacious, Samuel. I feel quite overcome — I 
must say this is really — but why the secrecy?—^ 
And so you knew — ^" 

"I knew—" 

" Does she know that you — " 

" Tt Tt" And Mr. Rainey put his finger 
to his lips. 

"Well, then. How about the other side?" 
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" Fm in touch — but nothing's settled." 

** And it must be in New York? " 

" Fm afraid so." 

" Then we'd better go back till it's over. FU 
take her to the Holland House on Wednesday and 
wait. You'll send them?" 

"They will be there. I promise," said Mr. 
Rainey, concluding this cryptic conversation. 
" Fll be over, myself, on Thursday." 

Mrs. Letty rose to go. At the door she paused 
in her thoughtful exit and gave her brother-in-law 
a look which led him to see her standing dazed 
but courageous amidst the wreck of every cher- 
ished precedent. 

"In — a — plain — blue — suit ! " 



There was no objection to going back to New 
York, the place which, a day or so ago, had been 
so terrifying. It was even hinted that New York 
was the real place to buy clothes. Which shows 
the high value of moral support. 

" But, as I understand it, you don't want any 
clothes," Letty said, with strange obtuseness. 

" Oh, no. I must have some things — and I 
want a lot afterwards. Anyway," shamelessly, 
" I haven't seen him since Saturday, and to-day is 
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Wednesday. He'll hear about the play to-day. 
He's talking to them now, for the second time. 
It's just a matter of terms." 

"And can't I or Mr. Rainey see him before 
Friday?" 

** I'm sorry, dear. It's quite impossible." 

" I feel very sad," said Letty. " I suppose you 
know Matty Mohr's engaged to Porter Harrison 
and Annette's married that Captain and Chris- 
tine—" 

"Letty, have you been telephoning? Not a 
soul on earth was to know we were here." 

"I — I must have read it in the Public Ledger/^ 
said Letty hastily, and hoped for heavenly par- 
don. 

Edith gave her a quick look but read nothing. 

" We must go back on the very next train out of 
Broad Street Station," she said in a constrained 
voice. 

On Thursday at noon Mr. Rainey joined them 
in New York and he and Mrs. Warren openly 
went into consultation as to the wedding break- 
fast. 

"You may not be married out of your own 
house or in a home church among your friends, like 
a Christian woman," said Letty, testily, " but if 
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there's one thing, Edith, that we insist on it'$ a 
real breakfast. Will this curious secrecy continue 
after marriage?^* 

This was strangely harsh for Letty, but after 
the first ^ting had subsided the girl knew that it 
was well deserved. 

•* I'm sorry,'* she said, simply, preparing to 
leave them to their plans. " I thought you under- 
stood. I know it's dreadfully, dreadfully selfish 
of me after what you've done all these years, but 
I don't see how it can be avoided. I'll • — I'll try 
to make it up to you both." 

** The thing you can do for us two old fogies is 
to go out and take a nice long walk somewhere,'* 
Letty said. " Mr. Rainey and I have a lot of 
things to talk over and Beddoes will take care of 
whatever comes from the shops. Don't come 
back before five at the earliest. We want you to 
be all tired out so that you'll sleep without dream- 
ing to-night." 

A little later, dressed in the clothes in which 
Tenth Street had known her, the girl set out on 
her walk. Her steps took her down Fifth Avenue 
as they had done on that first morning three 
months ago, but it was with strangely mingled 
feelings that she passed the familiar places one 
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after another and finally turned into her old block. 
It seemed as if her appreciations had lately passed 
through some process of crystallization. Always 
truthful with herself, perhaps too truthful after 
the manner of emotional natures, the girl knew 
now that she had been but as a child when she 
first turned into this street months ago. But 
though her naivete had been worked away and 
she saw life clearly to-day her recollections of 
those first theories and impressions were not so 
blurred but that she could pick them out like toys 
that once amused and play with them awhile before 
she put them for the last time back in their box. 
Once all had been wrapped in delicious mystery, — 
streets, houses, businesses and people, — but little 
by little their places in the scheme of things had 
been made plain. The comings and goings of 
each life around her, the motives that turned its 
hand towards, work or play, the cravings that hur- 
ried it feverishly towards joy or sorrow, the secret 
that it hugged to itself, the gamut of existence 
from thoughtless youth to thoughtful age — all 
had been shrewd teachers along her groping way, 
and though some had lost their glamour and some 
had brought only pain, the final good in all of 
them was that which had given her power to grasp 
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the happiness that to-morrow would make forever 
her own. 

In Miss Sally's area window Archibald, fat, 
sleek and beautifully useless, sunned himself con- 
tentedly, only waking occasionally to snap at a 
too-aggravating fly. From the second floor front 
came sounds of unusual industry as Miss Sally, in 
a dust-cloth turban, superintended a house clean- 
ing campaign designed to put the crowning touch 
on the Pascoe reconciliation. 

" Yes. They've gone," Miss Sally said. 
^* They went off together on Monday, but Miss 
Liza calculated that their honeymoon wouldn't 
last over ten days on account of their having to put 
that Johnny-boy in school. Between you and me 
I think she's worked so long that she can't keep 
away from it even if she has got a perfectly good 
husband after all." 

"AndMr.Barth?" 

" Lord save us 1 " exclaimed Miss Sally. 
"What's got into the fellow? Whistling and 
singing round his room nights and mornings like 
a bird — him that was always savage enough to 
bite himself right on the neck. Says I can have 
his room in another week, not because he hates 
me, but because he loves another." 
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"And Mr. Tapper?" 

"S-s-s-hf* said Miss Sally, mysteriously. 
" He's a changed man. His brother died and left 
him a little farm up-state and he's cleared clean 
out of Wall Street as happy as a clam. I asked 
him right away if he was going to sell all that 
he had and give to the poor, and he said he didn't 
see just how he could manage it until he'd run the 
farm as a fraternal duty for a few years and made 
it pay. But he said I could sell all his books on 
how to blow people up and give the money to the 
poorest person I knew. So I did," Miss Sally 
added with a twinkle in her eye, ** and to-day I've 
got a new dress." After which signs of great 
news were detected in Edith's face and the house 
cleaning was promptly given up for a bewildered 
and delighted half hour. 

Down on the corner, across from the prosper- 
ous news-stand, a small, ragged figure stood on 
lonely vigil with a bunch of papers under one arm. 
In the absence of prospective buyers it kicked its 
heels disconsolately. Prepared to say good-by 
to Johnny as well, Edith crossed the street only 
to discover an alien face under the torn cap. 

" Why — where's Johnny? " she asked. 

"Aw — he beats it," the new boy answered 
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with disgusted moroseness. " He beats it and hie 
don't tell me he's goneto beat it, neither. He 
swells outa dat house Monday ndoming, all filled 
up with breakfast, and says he's makin' so much 
money he can't hardly spend it and he sells me dis 
corner fer two dollars — de very woist corner in 
de whole boig — and den I hears his mudder won't 
leave him sell pipers no more and he had to quit. 
Dat's de way guys gets rich," 

And then it was Babbitt & Barclay's, with a new 
man who knew how to keep books and nothing 
else in David's place and strange coiffures behind 
the typewriters and Mr. Babbitt and Coates and 
Hamill crowding into Mr. Barclay's office with 
her and a beaming face at every point of the com- 
pass. There was also a brand new, shining ma- 
hogany desk. 

** Oh, hoh 1 A new partner 1 " she said. 

"No. Consultant!" they laughed. "Guess 
who." 

Then Tom Barclay made his little speech. 

"We had so many cute ideas about wedding 
presents here that it put us clean out of business 
for a day," he said. " Finally, we decided to give 
you something that won't ever be duplicated. 
That desk is yours and the chair is yours and the 
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beautiful zinc waste basket and the telephone and 
all the little pencils and rubbers. It may be that 
you won't come in to see us or lend us your assist- 
ance more than once a year, but that's your place 
and your desk when you do come.'* 

He paused and put out his big, warm hand with 
a broad grin. "Welcome, Sister Craftsman. 
Consider yourself formally inducted into office as 
Babbitt & Barclay's Chief Consultant in Sales." 

There was one more place to go, something 
she had promised herself to do several weeks be- 
fore. She walked down Fourth Avenue and 
turned into Twentieth Street. That was where 
David had gone the day that Rhoda followed him 
and where he'd said he sometimes went for his 
lunch. She would see just what kind of a place 
Twentieth Street was. 

• One block from Fourth Avenue she paused and 
looked around her, badly puzzled. There were 
no lunch places on Twentieth Street. Further- 
more, it did not seem at all like a place of board- 
ing houses. The two blocks ahead formed the 
south side of a park, with a high iron fence, and 
on both this side and the other she saw the gener- 
ous doors and brass buttons that pertain to 
clubs. Men passed by in twos and threes with 



Digitized 



by Google 



GO FORTH AND FIND 353 

accents and a way of wearing clothes which she 
knew. There was an unmistakable air of free- 
dom in the way they ran up the steps and plunged 
through the doors or sauntered down and betook 
themselves leisurely away. She looked up at a 
street lamp and read ** Gramercy Park." Mysti- 
fied, she turned back. Then she saw a tall figure, 
which by no possibility could she fail to recognize, 
pass up the steps of one of the clubs. 

David! And what was he doing here ? 

She hesitated for a moment and then, with tight- 
ened lips, walked rapidly by and read the number 
with a quick glance. Without stopping she went 
on till she saw a telephone sign in a drug store. 
She went into the booth. Presently a voice 
answered. 

" I should like to speak to Mr. Rix,'' she said. 

" Mr. Rix? *' the voice echoed. " There is no 
Mr. Rix here. Please spell it. No. No one of 
that name." 

^' But I happen to know that he has just come 
into the club," she stated. 

"There's some mistake," the voice said. 
" There is a Mr. Riggs who is a member of this 
club, but not Mr. Rix. Do you wish me to look 
for Mr. Riggs? He is very seldom here." 
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" No.** She hung up the receiver. 

What was David's name ? Was it Rix? Was 
it Hewitt? Who was David Rix? And what 
was he? A member of that club? Impossible 

— under either of the two names. Had he gone 
there as a guest? Abnost equally improbable. 
The girl felt suddenly f amt. On a certain memor- 
able evening two weeks before, while she sat in a 
taxi-cab in front of his rooms, Mr. Rix had been 
asked for and the questioner had received a like 
answer under exactly similar conditions. At that 
time she'd thought she knew the reason, but what 
reason could there be now, when there was noth- 
ing to conceal? As for signing the name " Hew- 
itt " to some of his stories, that had seemed justi- 
fiable on account of his work at Babbitt & Bar- 
clay's, but if they knew him only under the name 
of Rix at the office he might have signed his stories 
with his real name — he might be " David Hew- 
itt," after all. 

As she walked slowly down the street Letty's 
probing questions came to mind. Somehow they 
began to seem more justified. She put herself in 
the older woman's place apd knew that she would 
have asked those self-same questions. Then why 

— she asked herself — didn't she know their 
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answers ? Was it usual for a girl — for any girl, 
rich or poor — to marry a man without knowing 
more of his antecedents than those which she might 
think she read in his thoughts and face? 
" Usual " was hardly the word. To be quite 
frank — was it the sensible thing to do ? It might 
be that her trust in him was so complete that she 
had found a certain pleasure in her ignorance, but 
even though she had asked no questions, why 
hadn't he told her the things she should know? 

Something more than the shadows of misgivings 
crossed her mind. She began to see that the light- 
hearted spirit of her small adventure had glam- 
oured everything. Carried away by her sudden 
freedom from precedents and forms, she'd seen 
those around her only as she wanted to see them. 
The joy of living, the new found love for people, 
the glorious flood of new appreciations, the pleas- 
ure of finding herself « — these had tricked her into 
being too brave, too reckless, too generous with 
her trust. They had led her into a situation which 
might, at the very least, be painful. Which 
would, if her instinct had failed her, hold the possi- 
bilities of notoriety and even — she hesitated 
sickly — disgrace. Suppose — suppose, for in- 
stance, that David already had a wife. 
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For the first time in months the realization came 
over her that she, Edith Welling, was not, after 
all, supreme controller of her destinies. She 
might be wealthy beyond the dreams of avarice 
and yet that same wealth sternly demanded certain 
things of her which she could not refuse. Her 
world cared not a snap of its fingers how much of 
either principal or interest she spent, only — she 
must not spend herself. She could go as far as 
she liked in her adventure so long as it was more 
or less shrouded in mystery, or she might even be 
eccentric if she liked and turn her house on Wal- 
nut Street into a home for abandoned felines, but 
whatever she did in the broad, white light of day 
and reason must conform to the accepted standard. 
A queen may walk the thoroughfare unattended 
and fear no criticism, but even though happiness 
wait, palpitant, on the other side of the block, she 
must not cut through the alley. 

She wondered 2\, little that she had been able to 
keep these realizations out of mind for even a 
short time — then knew who it was who had 
worked the magic. At least, the rude force with 
which they took possession of her once more was 
proof of how completely she had escaped them 
for the past three months. Then, with, the clank- 
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ing of her chains, came surprise that Letty had so 
easily let her have her way. ^How curious that, 
after the first day, Letty had seemed completely 
resigned. And Mr. Rainey, too. He had asked 
hardly a question — simply, if she were quite satis- 
fied that David Rix was honest and capable. 
What did it mean ? Did they think she was head- 
strong, untractable, impossible? Had they con- 
ferred together and then forsaken her ? It looked 
that way. She found a cab and gave the driver 
the name of her hotel. As she rode back in the 
l^te afternoon she knew it would be hard work to 
keep up her courage until she could see David in 
the morning. 

"There I Now youVe gone and walked too 
far. You look perfectly exhausted," Letty said 
remorsefully. " But somebody's sent you oceans 
of roses and there's a man from TiflEany's here 
who can't go back till you've taken something he 
has. I imagine it's from the Ghost. Better look 
and see." 

For the last time in her life the girl wrote the 
words " Edith Welles," and the messenger de- 
parted. There was a small package and an 
envelope, addressed in a hand she knew. She 
opened the note, then the package. There was a 
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gasp, and then Letty heard her begin to laugh, 
faintly at first and finally with so much relief as to 
border on hysteria. Mrs. Warren looked up 
apprehensively. 

In one hand the girl held a glittering heart of 
diamonds and in the other a letter. 

" This is my wedding gift to you. You gave me yours 
long ago when you gave me your trust" 

"Hnun," said Mrs. Warren, with distinct 
approval, as her hand sought the pendant, " very 
handsome, my dear — very, very handsome. For 
a poor bookkeeper who used to be a playwright, I 
must say he has done excellently well. Is every- 
thing all right for to-morrow?" 

" Letty — everything's all right, forever! '' 
. ...... 

Morning — a flood of sunshine and a nip of 
Fall in the air. Fifth Avenue glittered. At ten 
o'clock David came. 

Where were the terrible questions that dark 
yesterday had demanded she attack him with 
on sight? One look into his luminous eyes and, 
in the early morning quiet of the reception room, 
a quick rush into his arms and a breathless kiss and 
all were postponed till they should be in the cab, 
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or on their way back from down town, or just 
before the ceremony, or, at the very latest, just 
afterwards. And why had she had faint misgiv- 
ings as to his clothes and shoes and hat? He was 
immaculate. More, he was the glass of fashion 
and the mold of form. And wore it as if he'd 
never done anything else. 

"The play's accepted," he said under his 
breath, as they went quickly out to the street. 
"They gave me five hundred dollars yesterday 
afternoon against a production inside of three 
months. And they want another as soon as I can 
turn it out. It seems impossible." 

" Not at all, sir," she said, with shining eyes. 
" I knew you would succeed." 

" Then let me say that all this — you, to-day, 
our errand — is impossible." 

'' Not that word, David," she coaxed. 

" Right. I'll never use it again. It's only 
* unbelievable.' " 

" But I thought you said — ages ago — didn't 
you want me? " she challenged. 

" Ages ago I was very daring," he answered 
lightly. Then he grew sober. " But I guess I'm 
even bolder to-day because I know now all that you 
arc." 



Digitized by 



Google 



36o GO FORTH AND FIND 

" Oh, you do? '' and she was a little frightened. 
What had he learned? 

" I know you're the kindest and best and most 
beautiful and most lovable and most •; — " 

" No, no," she interrupted, with a soft finger 
on his lips. " Tell me who I am. Pretend I'm a 
victim of amnesia and I come to you and say, 
* Please, sir, I've forgotten my name.' " 

" Your name ? " he repeated, puzzled. " Why, 
you're * Edith,' the finest, the loveliest — " 

" Edith wAo.^'' 

" Edith Welles." 

" Oh, yes. I remember now. And what can 
this Edith girl do that a poor man's wife ought to 
know?" 

"Why, I — I imagine she can trim a hat, if 
necessary," he ventured — she could see he was 
groping helplessly — " and make her own clothes. 
She can cook a little, can't she ? " he asked despair- 
ingly. " I know she earns her own living." 

" Yes," she sighed, in relief, for everything was 
still as it should be. " But would you marry a 
cook?" 

" I'd marry you right out of the area way," he 
said instantly, and she knew he meant it. 
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And so, in a little while, they were down at City 
Hall — two young people who had suddenly be^ 
come uncomfortably conscious of themselves, wan- 
dering through the corridors with desperate efforts 
to appear as if they'd just dropped in to look over 
the building or call on the Mayor or complain 
about their taxes, until an attendant spied them 
and directed them to the Bureau of Marriage 
Licenses and they were confronted with an inky 
desk and a dreadful pen and an application blank. 

" We both sign, you know," David said, in a 
constrained voice and failed to meet her eyes. 

" Yes," she answered, almost inaudibly, and felt 
her hands grow hot and moist, " you first." 

He took a long breath and dipped the pen. 

" I'm going to do something now that I ought 
to have done long, long before," he said. " You 
may never forgive me, but I'm asking you on 
bended knee to believe that everything is all right." 
He hesitated, then wrote three words and gave her 
the pen. 

" David Hewitt Riffgr.^' 

He saw her stare wide-eyed at the strange name 
and grew as white as she. He tried to say some- 
thing, but his voice was too husky. No sounds 
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came forth. Then he saw what she had written. 

Eyes flew to eyes and hands dung across the inky 
desk. 

^* Edith I *' he whispered, astounded. 

" David 1" 

"You—" 

"You—'' 

Behind them a line of people shuffled their feet 
significantly. Still staring at one another, they 
moved away from the desk as if they walked in a 
dream. Mechanically, he handed the blank in, 
paid his fee and saw it stamped. They went out 
to their cab. 

" It's all riffht, I swear it," he stammered. ** I 
know it looks awful, but — " 

" I wasn't thinkmg about you/* she whispered, 
with her face still colorless. " What do you think 
oimef' 

"What you do makes no difference," he 
answered, firmly. " You are you, but how can I 
ever explain ! " 

" Then you are a member of that club ! " she 
cried. " You were there when I telephoned yes- 
terday afternoon. David Rix! David Riggsl 
Why, they sound — " 

" I've always been Riggs. Babbitt made the 
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mistake. He thought it was * Rix ' and I let it 
stay. Then I got to know you and couldn't 
change it." 

" David Hewitt Riggs," she repeated, dazed, 
and groped among fugitive memories for a clue. 
" Why, / know who you are. You're not a book- 
keeper at all. You're not even a poor man," she 
said, with the rising emphasis of disappointment. 
" You never have been. Why, David Ri-Riggs," 
she cried, accusingly, " you've got a railroad presi- 
dent for a father 1 " 

" I'm terribly sorry," he said, with a helpless 
laugh. " I'm caught and I'm at your feet. You 
won't hate me for it, will you? " 

" I'm only shocked — and hurt," the girl 
answered. She drew away into a corner of the 
cab and stared out of the window. After a sick, 
wordless moment she asked a question, without 
looking at him. 

" Do you think it was kind to deceive me so? " 

" Will you believe me? " he answered. " You 
ought to know, I think. I told you once before. 
A man can't say such a thing out loud more than 
once or twice. I've been afraid of you. You've 
been to me, since the day I saw you, the loveliest 
woman in creation, but you've also been too 
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capable. You made me feel too frightfully 
smaU." 

" Silly! *' she murmured, and let him have one 
finger. 

" I went into that office to be near you. If I 
could win you I was going to do it. But not unless 
I could do it on my merits." 

" I see. You were thinking oftener of yourself 
than of me." 

" Yes — wanting you — trying to measure up to 
you, made me do it." 

Really, truly? He could have two fingers now. 
But here was a bright thought. 

" You were afraid I'd marry you for your 
money before you'd found out what you could do," 
she accused. 

"I was afraid you'd refuse. I was scared 
stiff," he answered with a frank grin. "And 
that^s how much I thought of you." 

Three fingers for that — oh, well, her whole 
hand. And an occasional look. A pause, and 
then — 

" What did you tell Mr. Barclay last Saturday 
while Rhoda Kramer was trying to make me look 
like a thief? " 

He chuckled. 
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" I told him that you — that I — that we — 
Oh, hang it all, I said who I was and that I was 
engaged to you and that if he or any one else be- 
lieved for one single second what that girl was 
saying Fd take off my coat and clean out the office/' 

" You did? '' she cried, with wondering delight 
** You'd have fought for me again, David? Oh, 
I'm sorry you didn't. Yes, you may kiss me now 
— but only once. Now — tell me something. 
Did Rhoda Kramer Ipiow all the time who you 
were ? " 

" She suspected, I think. But she didn't want 
me, particularly. She only thought she wanted 
money and position." 

" I'm not sure of that. I still have terrible 
doubts about her visit and — and everything; It 
will take you years and years to atone. And so it 
was you who got Barth his new place ? " 

"Don't tell him, beloved." 

"And you who put the detectives on the man 
who stole Charley Robertson's money? " 

"Well — if you insist." 

" And you who paid for the room at the hos- 
pital?" 

" It wasn't I at all — it was you working 
through my humble self." 
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She rubbed her cheek against his. 

'^ You da say such nice things to me. I don't 
deserve them. I wonder what you'd say if you 
knew." 

"That's so," he adcnowledged slowly. "I 
don't know an awful lot about you, do I? And 
yet ^ Edith Welling* sounds mighty — mighty 
familiar." He drew away for a moment, and she 
could see his mind beginning to work, fitting to- 
gether, elipiinating, drawing steadily closer to his 
conclusion. 

They were nearing the church now — the quiet 
little church on the side street just oflf Fifth Avenue 
which love, rebuked, discovered years ago, and 
where so many others who have thought of each 
other first and of show and clamor not at all, have 
made their vows and plighted their troth. It was 
here that these two, having learned, without ever 
a question, all they needed to know about one 
another except that which the world valued most, 
were going to accept each other for better or 
worse and where, even now, Mrs. Warren and Mr. 
Rainey waited for them. 

She felt his eyes searching her face — wonder- 
ing, cogitating — as he fitted his puzzle together. 

" Welling — Philadelphia — the time you ran 
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away — the Sugar account 1 Well, by Georige! 
You don't mean — " 

"Davidl Look!" she cried. "What is 
going on? The street's full of cars. And see ! " 
she whispered, paling, " all those people on the 
porch of the church ! Who can they be waiting 
for?" 

From Fifth Avenue nearly through to Madison 
the curb was lined with limousines, slowly gliding 
up one after the other and discharging their occu- 
pants in front of the church gate. From the pave- 
ment up to the church porch stretched a procession 
of leisurely walking, laughingly conversational 
people in irreproachable apparel, while other 
dozens and scores waited in fluttering groups 
around the door. 

One dismayed look between them and the two 
in the shabby taxi-cab knew that their amused fate 
waited for them. 

" Good Heavens 1 " he groaned. " There's 
Dad and Mother and- both my aunts and all the 
men I ever knew in the world. It's all up with us, 
Edith. Somebody's told." 

There was no help for it now. He helped her 
out. In the awful interval while the cab must be 
paid came a gleeful shout which, though really 
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mild, sounded like a thunder dap in their ears. 
Dyed in blushes, she stood helplessly waiting until 
it seemed, all feminine Philadelphia with Annette 
and Matty and Christine in the van, swooped down 
on hen Caught up in the swirl, with soft arms 
round her and a babel of laughing accusations and 
taunts and incoherent congratulations in her ears, 
she was swept up to the porch, with only a horrified 
glimpse of David being genially assaulted by a 
dozen silk-hatted men. There Letty waited for 
her, and there another elderly person with soft 
hands and soft, amused eyes and a white mustached 
and jovial old gentleman who indubitably was 
somebody, watched her approach. 

Dazed and still crimson, she felt the old lady 
take her hand and heard a murmur of pleasant 
words, then felt herself drawn gently closer while 
a soft kiss brushed her cheek. 

" We've known about you for a long time, my 
dear;' 

And then she was being violently shaken hands 
with by the white mustache to the accompaniment 
of great laughter. 

" So this is the mysterious person who's turned 
David into a working man while weVe been 
away? WeVe wanted to see you in the flesh for 
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weeks. I'll bet we old folks have known all along 
more than he did.** 

^^ Letty!'* she accused, with that plump figure 
in her grasp. 

" Yes, yes. We did it all,'* Letty answered, and 
there was Mr. Rainey with his eyes a-twinkle, 
" babes m the wood can't be trusted with these 
things. And now, girls — take her away at once. 
She mustn't see him again till they meet in the 
chancel. It would be the very worst thing that 
could happen to them." 

Side by side, against the rail of a steame^, a tall 
young man with a cap and a girl with wind tossed, 
golden hair and a plain blue suit silently watched 
the gray, towering city fade away and the spark- 
ling, blue miles of the unknown widen out to view. 
Behind them, for those others, lay hot, noisy 
streets, crowded shops, contentious offices — a 
world of work, sickness, poverty, distress, jealousy, 
and seemingly ignoble aims — but, to redeem it 
all, the nobility of strenuous effort to find, for each 
one, a little happiness. For these two, however, 
bound on the greatest of life's adventures, there 
need not be a single memory of what they were 
leaving, nothing but a cloudless future in which 
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they could work or play as they saw fit to choose. 

" Pm sorry to see it go. You know what I 
mean," she murmured ** When I think what it 
might have brought me and what it really did 
bring I feel as if I ought to stay to thank it all.'' 

" You gave more than you took, beloved,'* the 
man answered her. " You always will." 



FINIS 
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